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The Prologue. 


CHorvs. 


ie houſboldt both alike in dignitie, 

In faire Verona where we lay our Scene) 
From ancient rudee, breake to nem mutinie. 
Where ciuill bloud makes ciuill hands vncleane. 
From forth the fatall loynes of theſe two foes, 
A pairlinf Starre-croft lowers take their life 
Whoſe miſaduentur'd pittions ouerthrowes, 

Doth with their Death burie their Parents ſtrife. 
The fearefull paſſage of their Death-markt louc, 
And the continuance of their Parents rage, 

Which but their childrens end,nought could remoue 
Is now the two houres traficqueof our Stage. 

T hewhich if you with patient cares attend, 


hat here ſhall miſſe, our toyle ſhall ſtriue to mend. 
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Enter Sampſon and Gregorie, with Swords an 


of the Howſe of Capulet. 


An. Cregorie, on my word weele not catie Coles. 
reg. No, for then we ſhould be Collyers, 
NC; Samp. I mcane, and we be in choller, weele draw. 


5 gt Greg, I while you live, drawe your Necke out of 
the Coller, | 
Samp. I ſtrike quickly being moued. 
Greg. But thou art not quickly moued to ftrike, 
Samp. A dogge of the houſe of Meantagus moues me. 
Greg. To moue is to ſtirre, and to be valiant, is to ſtand, 
Therefore if thou art moued thou run'ſt awey, 5 
Samp. A dog of that houſe ſhall moue me to ſtand, 
1 will take the wall of any Man or Maide of Aowntaguer, 
Greg. That ſhewes thee a weake ſlaue, for the wenkeit goes 
to the wall. „ 
Samp. Tis true, and therefore women being the weaker 
veſſcls are euer thruſt to the wall: therefore I will puſh Aen. 
tagaes men from the wall, and thruſt his Maides to the wall. 
Greg. The quarrell is betweene our maſlers,& vs their men. 
Sap. Tis all one I will ſhew wy ſclfe a tyrant, when I haue 
fought with the men, I will be eruell with the Maides,] will cut 
off then Heads. e 
Greg. The heads of the Maides, 


vo wcklers, 
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Samp. I the heads of the maides,or their maiden can 
it in what ſence thou wilt, 


Grego. They muſt take it in ſenſe, that feele it. 


Samp. Me they ſhall feele, while I am able to ſtand, and a, 


knowne 1 am a pretty peece of ficſh, 


rege. Tis well thou art not fiſh, if thou hadſt, thou hadſt 


beene poore John ; draw thy toole here comes of the houſe of 
e 8 


Enter two ether ſeruingmen. 


Samp. My naked weapon'is out, quarrel}, I will back thee 
Greg. How, tune thy back and runne? 
"$4. Feare me not. 


Gre, No martie, I feare thee, 
Samp. Les Lie the Law of our ſides , let them "VET 


Gre, Iwill frowne as Ipaſic by, & let chem take it as they lift, 


Samp. Nay as they date, Iwill bite my thumb at them, which 
is a diſgrace to them it they beare it. 


Abra. Doe you bite your thumb ac vs far? . 
Samp. I doe bite my thumd fir. 

Abra. Doe you bite your thumb at vs ſir? 
Sawp. Is the Law of our hde if I ſay I? 
Gre,.No. 


Samp, No fi ir, I doe not bite my thumb at you fir , but I bite 
my thumb ſir. 


Gre. Doe you quarrel} {1r? 
Abra. Quarrell fir, no fir. 


Samp, But if you doe fir, I am for you, I ſetue as good a 
man as you, 


Abra. No better. 
Sawp. Well fir, Enter Zenuolio. 


Gre. Say bettet, here comes one of my Maiſters kinſmen. 
Samp. Les better fir. 


N 
Abra. Lou lie. | 
Samp. Draw ify ou be men,Gregorie,temember thy ſwaſhing 
blowe. They fight. 


Benn. Part fooles, put vp your ſwords, you know not what 
you doe 


Enter 
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of Romeo and Juliet. 


Enter Tabalt. | 

Tibalt, VVhat art thou drawne among theſe hartlefle hinds: 
carne thee Bennolio, looke vpon thy death. 

Ben, 1 doe but keepe the peace, put vp thy ſword, 
or mannage it to part theſe men with me. bo” 

Tb. V Vhat drawne and talke of peace? I hate the word, 
as ] hate hell, all AMountagues and thee: 
Haue at thee coward, 

Ent er three or foure Citizens mith clubs or partyſons, 
Off. Clubs, Billes and Partyſons, ſtrike , beate them downe, 
Downe with the Capulets, downe with the Mount ag nes. 
Enter eld Capulet in his gowne , and his Wife. 
Capu. VVhat noy ſe is this? give me my long ſwprd hoe, 
Wife. A crowch, a crowch, why call you fora ſword? 
Cap. My ſword I ſay, old Moustague is come, 
And floriſhes his bladein ſpight of me. 
Enter old Mountague and bu Wife. . 

Mun. Thou villaine Capwict, hold me not, let me goe. 

M. Wife. 2. Thou ſhalt not fiir one foote to ſeeke a foe, 
Enter Prince Eskales, with hi traine. 

Prince, Rebellious ſubiects enemies to peace, 
Prophaners of this neighbour- ſtaiued ſteele, 


* 


Will they not heare? what ho, you men, you beafts: | 


That quench the fire of your pernicious rage, 
Wich purple fountaines iſſuing from your yeines: 
On paine of torture, from thoſe bloudy bands, 
Throw your miltempered weapons to the ground, 
And heare the ſentence of your moued Prince, 
Three ciuill brawles bred of an ayrie word, 

By thee old Capalet and Monntagee, 
Haue thrice difiurbde the quiet of our ſtreets, 
And made Verena auncient Citizens, | 
Caſt by their graue beſeeming ornaments, _ 

To wield old partizans, in hands as old, 
Cancred with peace, to party our cancred hate; 
If ever you difturbe our 3 againe, 

Yourliues ſhall pay the forfeit ot the peace. 
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For this time all the reſt depart away: 

You Capnict mall goe along with me, 

And CMemntagane come you this afternoone, 

To know our farther pleaſure in this caſe: 

To old Pree-towne, our common judgement place: 
Once more on paine of death, all men depart, 


Exeam, 
Mount. Who let this auncient quarrell new abroach? 
Speake Nephew, were you by, when it began? 
Ben. Here were the ſeruants of your aduerfarie 
And yours clole fighting ere I did approach, 
I drew to part them, in the inſtant came 
The fiety Tabalt, with his ſword prepard, 
Which as he breath'd defiance to my cares, 
He ſwong about his head and cut the windes, 
Who nothing hurt withall, hiſt him in ſcorne: 
While we were enterehanging thruſt and blowes, 
Came more and more, and fought on part and part, 
Till the Prince came, whe parted cither part. 
1V/ife, O where is Romeo, ſaw you him to day? 
Right glad am I, be was not at this fray. 
Bes. Madam. an houre before the worſhipt Sunne. 
Peerde forth the Golden window of the Eaſt, 
A troubled mind draue mee to Walke abroad, 
Where vnderneath the groue of Syramour, 
That Weltwardrooteth from this City fide: 
So early walking did I ſee your ſonne, 
Towards him I made, but hee was warc of mee, 
And ſtole into the couert of the wood, 
I meaſuring his affections by my owne, 
Which then moſt ſought, where moſt might not be found: 
Being one to many by my weary ſclfe, 
Purſued my humour, not purſuing his, 
And gladly thunned , whe gladly fled from me. 
Mont. Many a morning hath he there beene ſeene, 
With teares augmenting the freſh mornings deaw, 
Adding to cloudes , more clouds with his 2 ſighes, 


But 
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But all ſo ſoone as the all cheering Sunne, 
Should in the fartheR Eaſt begin to draw, 
The ſhadie curtaines from Aurer bed, 
Away from light ſteales home my heauy ſonne, 
And private in his Chamber pennes himſelfe, 
Shuts yp his windowes, locks faire day. light out, 
And makes himſelfe an artificiall night, 
Blacke and protendous muſt this humour prove, 
Vnleſſe good Counſell may the cauſe remoue. 
Ben. My noble vncle doe you know the cauſe? 
Mons. I neither know it, nor can learne of him. 
Ben, Haue you importunde him by any meanes? 
Monn, Both by my ſelfe and many other friends, 
But hee his owne affections Counſeller, : 
Is to himſelfe( I will not ſay how true) 
But to himſelſe ſo ſecrer and ſo cloſe, 
So farre from ſounding and diſcouery. 


As is the bud bit with an enuious worme, 


Ere hee can ſpread his ſweete Jeaues to the ayre, 
Or dedicate his beauty to the ſame. 
Could we but learne from whence his ſorrowes grow, 
We would as willingly giue cure, as know. | 
| g ae —_— K | 
Benw, See where hee comes, to pleaſe you ſtep afide, 
Ile know his greeuance or bee — 2 = 
AMeun, I would thou wertſo happy by thy ſtay, 
To heare true ſhrift, come Madam jets away. 
Ext. 


Benne. Good morrow Couſin. 

Romeo. Is the day ſo young? 

Den. But new ſtrooke nine. 

Romeo, Ay me ſad houres ſeeme long : 

Was that my ſather that went hence fo faſt ? 

Ben, It was: what ſadaeſſe lengihens Names houre:? 

Rom.. Not having that, which bauing, makes them ſhort. 

Ben, In loue. 

Romeo, Our. Fs, : 

Jen. Of loue. 2 Fe. 
= b 


And if you leaue me ſo, you doe me ver 
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Rem. Out of her fauout where I am in loue. 
Zen. Alas that loue ſo gentle in his view, 
Should bee ſo tyraneus and rough in proofe. 
Remes. Alas that loue, whoſe view is muffled Gill, 
Should without eyes, ſee path-waies to his wil: 
Where ſhall we dine? O me: what fray was here 
Vet tell me not, for I haue heard it all: 
Heres much to doe with hate, but mote with loue: 
Why then O brawling love, O louing hate, 
O any thing of nothing firſt created: 
O heauie li ghtneſſe, ſerious vanity, 
Miſhapen Chaos of wrelſeeming formes, 
Feather of lead, bright tmoke, cold fier, ſicke health. 
Still waking ſleepe, chat is not What it is. 
This loue feele I, that feele no loue in this, 
Doeſt thou not laugh? 
Ben. No Coze, | rather weepe. 
Row. Good heart at what? 
Ben. At thy good hearts oppreſsion. 
Remeo, Why ſuch is loues tranſgreſsion. 
Griefes ofmy owne lie heauy in my breſt, 
Which thou wilt propagate to haue it prell. 
Wich more of thine, this love that thou halt ſhow ne, 
Doth ad more griefe, to too much of mine owne. 
Loue is a ſmoke made with the fume of ſighes, 
Being purg'd, a fire ſparkling in louers eyes, 
Being vext, a ſea nouriſht wich loving tearcs, 
What is it elſe? a madneſſe moſt diſcreet, 
A chokicg gall, and a preſerving (weet: 
Farewell my Core. 
Ben. Soft, Iwill goe along. 


Rom. Tut, haue loſt my ſelſe, lmnot bers, iy 
This is not Rees; heesſome other where. . . 
Bev. Tell me in ſadneſſe, whois that you loue? 
Row. VVhat ſhall I grone and tell thee? _- 

Ben, Grone, why no: but ſadly tell me who: 
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In ſadneſſe 


f Romeo and luliet. 
Row, Bid a ſicke man in ſadnefle make his will: 
A word ill vrgd to one that is ſo ill: 
— I doe loue a woman. 
Ben, laymdſoneare,whea I ſuppos'd you lou d. 
Rom. A right good e and ſhee's faite Iloue. 
Bes. A right faite maike, taire Core is ſoonelt hit, 
*Romco Well „n that hit you mifle, ſheel not be hit 
With Cuptdrarrow, ſhe hath Dae, wit: 
And ia ſirong proote of chaſtitie well ard, 
From loues weake childiſh Bow ſhe lives yncharmd. 
Shee will not ſtay the ſiege of loving tearmes, - 
Nor bide th' incountec ot aſſailing eyes. | 
Nor ope het lap to Sainct ſeducing gold, 
O ſhe is rich in beautie, onely poore, - 


That when dyes, with beautic dyes ber ftore. 
| Ben, Then ſhe bath ſworne, that ſhe will fill live chat ? 


3 Rom. She bath,and in that paring makes huge waſt: 
For beautie fteru'd witirher ſeuetitie, 


Cuts beautie off trom all potteritie. 
She is to faire, too wiſe, wiſely too faite e 


To merit bl. ſſe „by making me deſpaire: 


She hath forſworne to loue, and in that vow, 


Doe I hue dead, that liue to tell it now. 


Bev, Be rulde by me, forger to thinke of her. 
Rem, O teach me how l ſhould forget to thinke. 
Re. By giuing liberty vnto thine eyes, 


. other beauries. 
Ro, T's the way to call hers (exquiſite) in queſtion more, 


Theſe happie Maskes that kiſſe taire Ladies browes, 
Being blacke, puts vin minde they hide the taire: 
He that is ſtrooken blind,cannot forget | 
The precious rreafure of his eye- ſight loſt, 

Shew me a Miftris that is pfling lane, | 

What doth her-beautie ſerue but as a note, 

Where I may reade who paſt that peſſing faire: 


Farewell thou canſt nor teach me to forget, _ 
Jes. Ile 7 that docti ine, or elſe dye in debt. * | 
B | a 
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Euter Capulet, Counties Paris, and the Clowne, 

(apr, And Mountague is bound as well as I, 

In penalty alike, and tis not hard I thinke, 
For men lo old as we to keepe the peace. 

Par. Of honourable reckoning are you both, 
And pittie tis you liu'd at ods ſo long : 

Rut now my Lord, what ſay you to my ſute? 
Caps. But ſaying ore what I haue ſaid before, 
My child is yet a ſtranger in the World, 

Shee hath nor ſeene the change of fourteene yeares, 
Let two more Summers wither in their pride 

Ere we may thinke her * to be a Bride. 

Pari. Vounger then ſhe, are happie Mothers made. 
Capua. And too ſoone mard ate thoſe ſo early made: 
The earth hath ſwallowed all my hopes but ſhe, 

She is the hopefull Lady of my earth : 

But wooe her gentle Paris, get her heart, 

My will to her conſent, is but apart, - 

And ſhe agree, within ber ſcope of choiſe, 

Lyes my conſent, and faire according voice: 

This night I hold, an old accuſtomd Feaſt, 
Whercto I haue invited many a gueſt, 

Such as loue, and you among the ſtore, 

One more (moſt welcome) makes my number more: 
At my poore houſe, looke to behold this night, 
Earth treading ſtarres, that make darke heauen light, 
Such comfort as doe luſtie vong men fecle, 
When well appareld Aprill on the heele 

Of limping winter treads, cuen ſuch delight 
Among freſh Fennell buds ſhall you this night 
Inherit at my houſe,heare all, all ſee: 

And like her moſi, whoſe merit moi ſhall be: 
Which on more view of many, mine being one, 
May ſtand in number, though in reckning none. 
Come goe with me, goe ſirrah trudge about, 
Through faire Verona, find thoſe perſons out, 
Whoſe names are written there,and to them ſay, 
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F Romes and Iuliet. 


My houſe and welcome, on their pleaſure ſtay. 
' Exit, 

Ser. Find them out whoſe names are written, Here it is writ» 
ten, that the Shoo-maker ſhould meddle with his yard, and the 
Tayler with his Laſt, the Fiſher with tis Penſill, and the Painter 
with his Nees, But Iam ſent to find thoſe perſons whole names 
are heee writ,aud can neuer find what names the writing perſon 
hath here writ (1 wuſi to the Learned) in good time. 

Enter Benuolio, ad Romeo. 8 

Ben. Tut man one fire burnes our anothers burning, 
One paine is leſned by an»rhers anguiſh : 
Turne giddie,avd beholpe by backward turning: 
One deſperate griefe, cures with an others languiſh: 
Take thou ſome ne infection to the eye, 
And the ranke poyſon of the old will dye. 

Romeo. Your Plantan leaſe is excellerit for that. 

Ben, For what I pray thee ? | 

Rom. For your broken ſhin. 

Ber. Why Romeo att thou mad? 

Rem. Not mad, but bound more then a mad man is: 
Shut vp in Priſon, kept without my food, : 
| Whipt and cormented:and Godden good fellow, 

Ser. Godgigoden, I pray fir can you reade? 

Rem. 1 mine owne fortune in my miſerie. 

Jer. Perhaps you haue learned it without booke: 

But I pray can yeu reade any thing you ſee? 

Rem. lif I know the _— and the Language. 

Ser. Ve lay honeſtly, reſt you metry. 

Row. Stay fellow, I can reade. 

He reades the Letter, 5 

Eigneur Martino, and his wife and daughters: ¶ onniy Anſelme 


and bis beautoous ſitters : the Lady widdow of Yerguio,Seignenr 
Placentio, nd his lowelyNeeces:Mercutio and bis brother Valen- 


tine: wine Vncle Capulet bis wife and, daughters: my 9% Neece 
Roſaline, Liuia,Seignear Valentio, and bi; Ceſen Ty balt; Lucie 

and the lively Helena. | by 2 
A faite Aſſembly, whither ſhould they come?. . 
| VE | B 3 


Ser. 
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- Ser Vp. 
Ro. Whither to ſupper. 
Ser. To our houle, 
R.. Whoſe houſe? 
Ser, My Maiflers. 
Ne. Inlecde l ſhould haue askt you that before. 
Scr. Naw lle tell you without ang. My Maiſter is the 
great rich Capulet, & it you be not of ihe houſe of Aountagwes, 
I pray come and ctuſh a cup of wine. Reſt you merry. 
Ben. At this ſame auncient feaſt of Capalcts, 
Sups the taite Reſaline whom chou ſo loues: 
With all th: dmitec be aut es of H rena, 
Coe ti ither ind with ynatrainted eve, 


And Iwill n. ake thee thinke thy ſwan 3 crow. 
Re. Wherthe druout religion of mine eye, 
Maintaines ſuch falſhood, then tune teates to fire: 
And theſe who often drownd, could never die, 
Tranſparent NHeretique be burne for liers, 
One fairer then my love? the all ſeeing Sun 
Nere ſaw her match, fince fir the world begun. 
Zen. Tut, you ſaw her faire none elſe being by, 
Her ſelfe poyſde wictu her ſelte in eyther eye: 
But in that Chriſtalꝭ ſrales let there be waid, 
Your Ladies loue ageinſt ſome other maid, 
That! will ſhew you ſhaving at chis feaſt, 
And ſh« ſhall ſram ſhiw well. that now e beſt. 
| Ro. Ile goe along no fuch fight to be ſhowue, 
But to reioyce in iplendos ot mine one. 
\. 4. Emer Cspubeis and Nurſe. 
Wiſe, Nurſe wber's my daughter? cali ber ſorth to me. 
Nuꝛſe ; Now by wy mardenbead, — ene 
ce. what Land, whet Lady -bird, rr. n 


werer this def idle. due n 

a — enter 5 L104 
J lier. n beet ©) LAN EB 
Nur; An einn, u. NA; it A 


9 | - 4 a Iuli. 


Compare her face with ſome that 1 ſhall ſhew, x; 


— — 


— 


LY 


2 — 


of Romes and Iuliei. 


ral. Mad em I am here, whar is your with \ tm 4 on 
Wife. This is the matter. Nurſe giue leaue a While), we muſt 
talke in ſecret. Nurſe tame backe againe; I hene temembred 
me, thou'ſe heare our counſell. Thou knoweſtmy daughter's 8 
ofa pretty age. 
Nui ſe. Fab / cas tell her Age ons an howre. 
Wife. Shees not ſourteene 
Nurſe. /e lay feurtecut ef wy tenth, & mm- . 
I laue but foure, ſbees not fourteens, it 
How long 15 46 now to Lamnias ride? 
Wife A fortnight andodge — 


Nurſe. Edes or odd ,of all daics in the yteso cm 3 Exe a | 


night ſhall ſhe be fourteene.Sulanvand ſbe, q d reſi all Chriſtian ſouls, 


were of an age. WellSulan i with'God, ſore was 10 good for me.” But 


- 4s | ſaid on Lammas Emer at night ſhall ſhee boefourteens , thin foal 


ſhes marrie , I remember it well. Ti fi Ince: 1he Earthquakes now 
eleuen Jearer,and ſhe was weand I newer ſhall forgetit, fatthe antes 
ef the yeare wpon that dey: for | had then laid marme wood to 
dug fitting inthe Sume vnder the Done houſe wall, CA!y Lord and 

on were then at Na ntua, nay I doe beare a bratne. (But «as Hide, 


when it did taſt the worme- wood on the nipple of my Dag ge, and 


felt it putter, prriiꝶ fool, to [cet teachie and fiall out wh bebe, Dig, 
Shake quer h the Deue-beuſe tas no neede | troncto bid meerradye : 

and ſince that time it ts a benen yeares,for then [bee could ftand along, 
nay brthreod: ſh: cenld hame riwne aud nadbid all .abaent : for ce 


2 day before ſhe broke her brow, and then n Huſband Gad be with 


bis ſoule, a was amerry man, cooks vp the child, yea queth bes, dos if 
tl.ou fall vpon thy face? hon wilt fall ba heward when thew beaſt mere 


*.. wilt thun not Iufcꝭ᷑ Ae by my holydam ,the pretty wreteh liſt 


c ing, and ſaid I: ro ſee m how a leſſ ſball come about. I mort ant, 
and | ſhall be a thewſend yeares, I nenrr ſhould forget i: ron then 
not Iule quoth be? and pretiy foole it flinted, and ſd I. 3 


OL La. Inough of this, I pray thee hold —— n APN 
Norſe Tes Madam, dell cart chaſa but langb, 10 thinks * l 
ſh eld leon crying and [ay Ie yet I warrant un. had vpn u brew t 


b.mpe as big au Hh Cocky-li flone* a peridonokyeik, awd it cried 


; ery: Tea quot h my huſband, fall _ by. fare: b wail foll 


3 | achword 


| 
= 
| 
: 
| 
[ 
# | 
= — 
F 7 1 
P 
9 
| 
p| | 
| 
' 
> 
' 
* |} 
"4 | 


| 
ö 
ö 
| 
| 


* 
. — 4 | ws. — __ — —AB —— —— —— - « — as = po — — — * —— 
* * * — — — — — — — — — a — - - — 
= - n a * — vu _ 
00089 — — 


＋ỹĩ— oo CO 


The moſt Lamentable Tragedie 


backward when then commeſ} to age: wilt thou not Tule? It finted: 
and ſaid 1. 
Il. And ſtint thou too, I pray thee Nurſe, ſay I. 
Nut ſe. Pease I haue done : God marks thee tos his grace, theu 
waſt the prettieft Babe that ere I nurſt, and I might line to ſee thee 
marryed once. I baue mywifh, 
Old La, Matty that marry is the very Theame 
J came to talłke ot, tell me daughter IJaliet, 
How ſtands your diſpoſitions to be marryed? 
Iali. It is an houre that I dreame not of. 
Nurſe, An honre, were not I onely Nurſe, I would ſay thou hadft 
ſocks thy wiſdeme from thy teat. 
Old La. Well thinke of Marriage now, yonger then you 
Here in Verona, Ladies of eſteeme, 
Are made already mothers by my count, 
I was your mother, much vpon theſe yeares 
That. you are now a Maide, thus then in briefe: 
The valiant Paris ſeekes you for his Loue. 
Nurſe. A man yong Lady, Laay, ſuch a mans all the world. 
Why hees a man 2 
Old La. Veronas Summer hath not ſuch a flower, 
Nurſe, Nay,hees à flower, in faith a very fl. wer. 
Old La, What ſay you, can you loue the Gentleman ? 
This night you ſhall behold him at our Feaſt, | 
Read ore the volume of yong Paris face, 4 
And find delight, writ there with beauties Pen, 
Examine every ſeuerall liniament, 
And ſee how one an other lends content: 
And what obſcurde in this faire Volume Jyes, 
Find wiitten in the margeant of his eyes. 
This precious Booke of Loue, this vnbound Louer, 
To beautifie him, onely lackes a Cover. | 
The fiſh lives in the Sea, and tis much pride 
For faire without, the faire within to hide: 
That Booke in manies eyes doth ſhare the glorie, 
That in gold clapſes, locks in the golden ſtorie: 
So ſhall you ſhare all that he dotb poſſeſſe, 
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of Romeo and luliet. 


By having bim, making you ſelfe no leſſe. 
Y 


Nurſe, No leſſe, nay bigger women grow by men, 
Old Le. Speake briefely can you like of Paris loue? 
Jul.. Ile looke to like, if looking liking moue. 
But no more deepe will I endart myne eye 
Then your conſent giues ſtrength to małe it ſlye. Enter ſeruing. 
Seruing. Madam, the gueſts are come, ſupper ſeru'd vp, you 
cald, my yong Lady askt for , the Nurſe curſt in the Pantrie, 
and every thing in extremitie: Imuſt hence to waite, I beſeech 
you follow ſtraight. 5 
Alo. We follow thee, Iulit the Countie ſtayes, 
Nurse. Goe gyrle, ſeeke happie nights to happie dayes. 
0 Exc un. 
Enter Romeo, Mercurio, Benuolio, with fixeor fix ot her 
Markers , Torch-bearers. | 
Romeo. What ſhall this ſpeech be ſpoke for our excuſe? 
Or ſhall we on without Apologie? 
Ben. The date is out of ſuch prolixitie, 
Weele haue no Cupia, hood-winckt with a Skatfe, 
Bearing a Tartars painted Bow of Lath, 
Skating the Ladies like a Crow-keeper, 
But let them meaſure vs by what they will, 
Weele meaſure them a meaſure and be gone. 
Rom, Giuc me a Torch, I am not for this ambling, 
Being but heauie I will bearethe light. | 
Mercs, Nay gentle Romeo, we muſt have you dance, 
Ro, Not ] beleeue me, you haue dancing ſhooes 
With nimble ſoles, I haue a ſoule of lead 
So ſtakes me to the ground I cannot moue. 
Mer. Nou ate a Louer, borrow Cupid: wings, 
And fore with them aboue a common bound. 
Romeo. I am too ſoreenpegrced with his ſhaft, 
To ſoare with his lightfeathers, and ſo bound, 
I cannot bound a pitch aboue dull woe, 
Vader loues heauic burthen doe | ſinke. 
Mer cu. And to ſinke in it ſhould you burthen loue, iN 
Too great oppreſſion ſor a tender thing, 
Romeo 
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The moſi Lamemtable Tragedie 


| Romeo. Is loue a tender thing ? it is to rough, 
Too rude, too boiltrous, and it pricks like thorne. 
Mer. It loue be rough with you, be rough with loue 
Prick leue for pricking, and you beat loue downe, 
Giue me a calc to put my viſa ge in, 
A Viſor fot a viſor, what cate [ 
What curious eye doth quote deformities: 
Here are the beetle browes ſhall bluſh for me. 
Ben, Come knocke and enter, and no ſooner in, 
But cuery man betake him to his legs, | 
Ro. A totch forme, let wantons light of heart 
Tickle the fencelefle ruſhes with then heeles: 
For lam proverb'd with agraunhire Phraſe, 
Ile be a candle-holder and looke on, 
The game was nete fo faire, and I am dun. 
Mer. Tut, duns the mou ' e, the Conttables owne word 
If thou att dnn, weele draw thec from the mire 
Or ſaue you reuerence loue, wherein thou Rickeſt 
Vp to the eares, come we burne day- light ho. 
Ram. Thats not ſo. 
Aſer. I meane fir in delay, 
We waſte our lights in vaine, Lights Lights by day: 
Take our good meaning, for our Iudgements ſits, 
Five times in that, ere once in our fine wits. 
Rom. And we meane well in going to this Maske, 
But tis no wit to goe, | 
Mer. Why may one aske ? 
Rom. I dreampt a Dreame to night. 
Aer, And ſo didT. | 
Row, Well, what was yours? 45 
 CHMer, That dreamers often lye. | | 
Ke. In bed a ſleepe while they doe dteame things true, 
Mer, O then I ſee Queene Mab hath beene with us 
Shee is the Fairis midwife , and ſhee comes in ſhape no bigger 
then an Agat ſtone, or the forefinger of an Alderman , drawne 


with a teeme of little atomies , ouer mens neles as they lie a- 


lee pe: het waggon ſpokes made of loag ſpinners legs:thecouer 
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of Romes and Juliet. 


of the wings of grafle-hoppers,her traces of the ſmalleſſ Spider 


web, her collers of the moon-ſhines watry beames, her whip of 


Crickets bone, the laſh of Philome, her waggoner, a ſmall gray 
coated Gnat, not halfe ſo bigge as a round little worme, 


from the lazie finger of a man. Her Chariot is an emptie Haſell 


nut, made by che Joyner iquirtell or old Grub, time out mind, 
the Faries Coach makers: and in this ſtate ſhe gallops night by 
night, through louers braias, and then they dreame of loue. On 
Courtiers knees, that dieame on Curſies ſtrait, ore Lawyers 
fingers who ſtrait dreame on fees, ore Ladies lips who trait on 
22 dreame, which oft the angry Mab with bliſters plagues, 
becauſe their breath with ſweet meates tainted are. Sometime 
ſhee gallops ore a Courtiers noſe, and then dreames he of ſmel- 
ling dut a ſute: and ſomtime comes ſhee with a tithe-pigs tale, 
tickling a Parſons noſe as » lies a ſleepe, then he dreames of an- 


other Benefice. Sometime ſhee driueth ore a ſouldiers necke, 


and then dteames hee of cutting ferraine throats, of breaches, 
ambuſcados, ſpaniſh blades: Of healths fiue fadome deepe, and 
hen anon drums in his care, at which hee ſtarts and wakes, and 
eing thus frighted, ſweares a prayer or two, and ſleepes againe: 
this is that very Mab that plats the manes of horſes in the 
night: and bakes the Elflocks in foule ſluttiſn haires , which 
once vntangled, much misfortune bodes. 
This is the Hag, when Maids lie on ther backs, 
That preſſes them, and learnes them firtt to beare, 
Making them women of good carriage: 5 
This is ſhee. 

Romeo, Peace, peace, Mereutis peace, 


Thou talkſt of nothing. 
Merc. True, I talke of dreames: 


Which are the children of an idle braine, 


Be got of nothing but vaine phantaſie: 

Which is as thin of ſubilance as the ayte, 

And more inconſtant then the wind, who wooes 
Euen now the frozen boſome of the North: 

And being angred puffes away from thenoe, 


Turning his fide tothe n South. 


The moſt Lamemtable T ragedie 


Ben, This wind you talke of, blowes vs from our ſelues, | 
Sappet is done, and we ſhallcome too late. 
Ro, I feare too carly, ſor my mind miſgiues, 
Some conſequence yet hanging in the ſtartes, 
Shall biitetly begin his feare full date 
Wich this nights reuels, and expire dene 
O: s deſpiſed lite cloſde in wy brett . 
By ſome vile forteit of vntimely * tt 
Bat he that hach the ſtirroge of my courſe, 
Ditect my lute; on luſiie Gentlemen, 

Bow, Strike Dum. 


Trey march about bed tate aud * come 

| | Jen wth Napkins, 

Ester Romeo.. 

Ser. Wheres potpan that he helpes not to take away? 
Me ſh. i a Trencher, he ſcrape a Trencher ? 
1. When good manners, ſba!l lye all in one or two mens 
hands, and they vowaſhm to, tis a foule thing. 0 

Ser. Away with the ioyn- looles, remoue the Court. cubbert, 
looke to the Plate „good thou, ſaue mee apiece ot Marchpane, 


_ as thou loues me, let the Porter let in Suſan rast one, aud 
1 Anthome and Pespan. 


2. 1 Boy readie. ,, 


Ser. Vou ate laokt for aud cald lor. alt for, and ſaught for 
in the great Chamber, 


We cannot be here and there too cheately boyes, 
Be brisk 2 #hile, and the longer liver take all. 


y 


1 


; INJ 31 2 Excunt. 
Enter all the gueits and Gi entlemoamen tothe 


AMaskers, 
1. Caps, Welcome Gentlemen, Ladies that haue their toes 
Vaplagued with Cornes, will walke about with you; 
Ah my Miftrefſes, which of you al! 
Will now denie to dence, ſhe that makes daintic 
She lle ſweare hath Cortes: am come neate 47% nowꝰ 
Welcome Gentlemen, l have ſeene the 


That I haue worne a Vier and could tell. 
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© of Ronen and talict. 


A whiſpering Tale in a faire Ladies este: 

Such as would pleaſe: tis gone, tis gone, tis gone, 

Vou are welcome Gentlemen, come Muſicians play: 
e  CMmuſicheplayer, and they dance, 

A hall, a hall, give roome, and foote ir girles, 

More light you Knaues, and turne the Tables vp: 

And quench the fire, the roome is growne too hot. 

Ah ſirrah, this vnlookt for ſport comes well : 

Nay fit, nay fit, good Cozin Capwler, 

For you and I are paſt our dancing dayes: 


How long iſt now ſince laſt your telfe and T 
Were in a Ma: ke? | | 
2. Caps. Berlady thirtie yeares. 
1. Caps. What man tis not io much, tis not ſo much, 
Tis ſince the Nupt iall of Latientio 
Come Pentycoſt as quickly as it will, 
Some fiue and twentie yeares,and then we mas be. 
2. Capo, Tis more, tis more, his ſonne is elder fir : 
His ſonne is thirtie. 1 
1. Caps. Will you tell me that ? 
His ſonne was but a Ward two yeares agoe. 


Ro. What Ladie is that which doth in rich the hand 


Ot yonder Knight ? 
Ser. I know not fir, 
| Rv. O ſhe doth teach the Torches'to burne bright: 
It ſeemes ſhe hangs vpon the cheeke of night, 60 
As a rich Iewell in an Ethiops eare, | 
Beautie too rich for vie, for earth too deare: 
So ſhewes a ſnowe Done trooping with Crowes, 
As yonder Lady ore her fellowes ſhowes: + 
The meaſure done, He watch her place of Rand, 
And touching hers,make bleſſed my rude hand, 
Did my heart loue til now, forſweare it fight, 
For | uere (aw true begurie till this night. 
. Tb, This by his voyce, ſhould be a Montague. 
Fetch me y Rapier Boy, what dares the ſlave © 
Come hether eouerd with an —_— face, BY 
1100 | * 
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The moſt Lamentable Tragedic 


To fleere and ſcorne at our ſolemnitie? 

Now by the ſtocke and honour of my kin, 

To rike him dead I hold it not a fin, 
Capu. Why how now kinſman wherefore ſtorme you ſo? 


T4, Vucle thisa Aonuntague our foe: 
A Villaine that is hither come in ſpight, 
To ſcorne at our ſolemnitie this night. 
Capn. Yong Remes is it. 
T6. Tis he, that Villaine Renee. 
Caps, Content thee gentle Coze, let him alone, 
A beares him like aportly Gentleman: 
And to ſay truth, Verona brags of him, 
To be a vertuous and well gouernd youth, 


Il would not for the wealth of all this Towne, 


' Here in my houſe doe him diſparagement: 


Therefore be patient, take no note of him, 

It is my will, the which if thou reſpeR, 
Shew a faire preſence, and pur off theſe frownes, 
An ill beſerming ſemblance for a Feaſt. 

Tib. It fits when ſuch a Villaine 1s a gueſt, 
le notendure him, / 

Caps, He (hall be endured, 
What goedman Boy, I ſay be ſhall goe too, 
Am I the Maſter here or you? goe too, 

Youle not endure him, God ſhall mend my ſoule, 
Youle make a mutinie among my gueſts: 
You will ſet a Cock a hoope, youle be the man. 
Tib, Why Vacle, tis a ſhame. 
Capn. Goe too, goe too. 
You ate a ſawcy Boy, iſt ſo indeed ? 
This tricke may chance to ſeath you I know What, 
by contrary me, matty tis time, 
Well ſaid my hearts,you are a Princox, goe, 
Be quiet, or more light more light for bo, 


lle make you quiet what) chearely my hearts. 2 


Ti. Patience peiforee, with wiltull choler meeting, 
Makes my fleſb tremble in their different greeting: 
T "fe WE 


Iwill 


of Romeo and lalirt. 


I will withdraw but this intrufion ſhall 
Now ſeeming ſweet, conueit to bitter gall. Exit 
Ro, It I prophane with my vnworthieſt hand, : 
This holy ſhrine. the gentle ſinne is this, 
My lips two bluſhing Pilgrims did readie ſtand, 
Fo ſmooth that rough touch with a tender kiſſe. 
Jn. Good Pilgrime you doe wrong your hand too much 
Which — deuotion ſhewes in this, 
For Saints haue hands, that Pilgrims hands doe tuch, 
And palme to palme is holy Palmers kiſſe. | 
Re. Haue not Saints lips and holy Palmers too? 
Juli. Pilgrim, lips that they muſt vſe in Prayer. 
Rom. O then deate Saint, let lips doe what hands doe, 
They pray, (grant thou) leaſt faith turiſe to deſpeire. 
Is. Saints doe not moue, though grant for Prayers ſake. 
Ro. Then moue not while my Prayers effect I rake, 
Thus from my lips, by thine my fin is purg'd, 
Iu. Then haue my lips the fn that they haue rogke. 
Ro. Sin from my lips, O treſpaſſe ſweetly vrgd: 
Giue me my fin againe, | 
la. Y ou kiſſe bith booke, 
Nur, Madam your mother craiies a word with you. 
Rom. What is her mother? 
Nur. Marrie Batcheler, 
Her mother is the Ladie of the houſe, 
And a good Ladie,and a wiſe and vertuous, 
I nurſt her daughter that you talkt withall: 
I tell you, ne that can lay hold of her, 


Shall haue the chincks, 
Rom. Is ſhe a (apaler? 
O deare account! my life is my foes debt. 
Ben. Away, be gone, the ſport is at the beſt, 
Rom. I ſo I ſeate, the more is my vnteſt. 
Caps. Nay Gentlemen prepare not to be 
We bg atrifli g fooliſh 2 towards - Ay 
Is it ene ſo? why then 1 thanke you all. 
I thanke you honeſt Gentlemen, good night: 


More. 


The moſt LameNable Frapedic 


More Torches here. come on, then lets to hed . . 
Ah ficrah, by my fay it waxes late, 
Ile to my reit. | 

Juli. Come hither Nar/e, what is yond Gentleman? 

Nurſ. The ſonne and heite of old y. 

Iul;, Whats be that nowis going out of the doote? 

Nan. Moetrie that I thinke be yong Patruc beo. 

Isli. Whats he that followes here chat would net dante? 

Nurſ. Ino nor, 1 

Iuli. Goe ask* his name, if he be marryed, 
My graue is hke to be my wedding bed. 

Nusſ. His name is Rowes, and a M unte guc, 
The onely ſonne of yout great Enemie. 

Iul:. My onely Loue Iprung trum my onely bate, 
Too eatly ſeene, vuknowne,and knowne too late, 
Prodigious birth of love it is to mere, 

That I mult loue a lothed Enemie. 

Nur/. Whats tis? what tis? 

lu. A Rime I leatut even now 
Of one I danſt withall. 

Onecals within Iuliet. 


Nurſ. Anon, anon: 


” 


Come lets away, the ſtrangers are all gone. 


* 


Ex tant. 


Clemi. | 
Now old deſire dothimchis destr - he d lye. 9 7 


And yong affection gapes to be hiy heare, 


That faite tor which ſoue gron'de tor.and would dye, 
With tender In/ict matcht, is now not faite. 

Now Romeo is beloued, and loues againe, 

A like bewitched by the thatme ef lookes r 

to his ſoe ſupfielde he muſt complaine. 


Mad ſhe ſte ale loues (wee beit from fc are full hookes: 


Being held a forghe may not haue acgeſſe 

To breath ſuch vowes as-Louery vic to ſweare, 

Aud ſhe as much in loue, her m-28cs much life, 3 
To mec te her new beloued any here: | 


v7 MY 


of Romeo and Inlier. 


But paſſion lends them Power, time meanes to meete, 
Tempriog extremitics with extreame fl weere, Ji — * 
Euter Romeo alone _ 8 Them 
Rem. Can Ig ce forward when my heart is here, 
Tucne backe dull earth and find thy Center out. 
Enter Benuolio, with Mercutio. 
Ben. Remeo, my Cazen Romeo, Rome e. 
Mer, He is wiſe. & on my life bath ſtolne hir hame to 5 bed: 
Ben, He ran this way and leapt this Orchard wall. 
Call good Aercutio: 
Mer. Nay lle coniure too. 
Rome. humouts, madam, paſſion, louer, 
Appeate thou in the likeneſſe of a ſigh, 
Speake but one rime and [ am ſatisfied: 
Cry but ay me, pronounce but loue and die, 
Speake to my Goſſip Venw one faire word, 
One nickname for ker put blind ſonne and heire 
Vong «Abraham Cupid: he that ſhot ſorrue, » 
When King (opLeinslou'd the Begget-maide. 
He heareth not, he Hitreth not, he moueth not, 
The ape is d-ad. and I muſt caniure him; 
J coniute thee by Roſalmes bright eyes, , 
By he: high forchead , and her Scarlet lip, 1033571 
By ber * foote, ſtraigbt leg. and quivering thigh,. - 


And the dcmeanes, that there adiacent lie, 8 

That in thy! kene ſſe thou appeare to vs. 1 & 
Ben, And if he heare thee thou wilt anger him. by 
Afer. This cannot anger him, c would anger him ASP 


To raile a ſpirit in his milireſſe circle, 
Ot ſome ſtrange nature „letting it there Rand - 
Till ſhee had lade it, and coniured it ne, 


That were ſome ſpight. 


My inuocation is taite and honeſt, and in * miftreſſe name, G 

I coniure onely but to raiſe vp hide 
Bn, Come, he hath hid himſelfe among theſe weed, 

To be conſorted with the humerous night: 1 7 

* Blind is his loue, and beſt beſiis the darke... 
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Mer. If loue be bliud, loue cannot hit the 
Now will he ſit vndet a Medler tre, 
And wiſh his miſtreſſe were that kind of fruit, 

As maides call Medless when they laugh alone, 
O Ras that ſhee were, O that ſhee were : 
Anopen & catera, and thou a Poperin Peare. . 
Remes good-night Ile to my Truecle- bed, 
This Field- bed is to cold for me to fleepe, 
Come ſhall we goed * | 
Ben, Goe then, for tis in vaine to ſeeke him here 
That meanes not to be found. ' Exeum. 
Ro, He ieaſts at ſcarres that never felt a wound, 
But ſoft, what light thraugh yonder window breakes ? 
It is the Eaſt, and Ialiet is the Sunne. 
Ariſe faire Sunne and kill the envious Moone, 
Who is already ſicke and pale with griefe, 
1 That thou her maide at farre more faire then ſhee : 
Be not her maide ſince ſhee is envious, 
Her veſtall liuerie is but ficke and greene, 
And none but fooles doe weare it, caſt it off: 
It is my Lady, O it is my loue, O that ſhee knew ſhee were, 
Shee ſpeakes yer ſhee ſayes nothing, what of that? | 


warke, | 


| Her eye diſcourſes, I will anſwere it: 
Issam to bold tis not to me thee ſpeakes: 
ö I xo of the faireſt ſtarres in all the heauen, 


Having ſome fines, doe entreat her eyes, 
Totwinckle in their fpheres till they returne, 
What if her eyes were there, they in her head, | 
The brighenefſe of her cheeke would ſhame thoſe ſtarres, 
As day. light doth a lampe, her eye in heauen, 
g Would through the syrie region ſtreame ſo bright, 
$ at birds would fing , and thinke it were not night: 
how ſhee leanes her cheeke vpon her hand. 
O that I were a gloue vpon that hand, f 

That I might touch that checke. | | 
__ is, Ayme > 5 . 

Row. Shce ſpeaked, 


of Romeo and Jolies. 


Oh ſpeake againe bright Angell, for thou art 
As glorious to this night being ore my head, 


As is a winged Meſſenget of Heauen 
Vnto the white vp- turned wondting eyes, 
Of Mortals that fin backe to gaze on him, 
When he beſtrides the lazie puffing Cloudes, 
And ſayles ypon the boſome of the Ayre. 


luli. O Romeo, Romeo, whetefore art thou Rome? 


Denie thy father and refuſe thy name: 
Or if thou wilt not, be but ſworne my Leue, 


And ile no longer be a t. ; 
Row. Shall Iheare more, or ſhall I ſpeake at this? 


Juli. Tis but thy name that is my Enemie: 
Thou art thy ſelfe, though not a A 
What's Monntague? it is nor hand nor , 
Nor arme nor face, O be ſome other name 


Belonging to a man. 
Whar's in a name? that which we call a Roſe, 
By any other word would ſmell as ſweet, 
So Romes would, were he not Remes cald, 
Retayne that deare perfection which he owes, 
Without that title, Rams doffe thy name, 
And for thy name which is no part of thee, 
Take all my ſelfe. ä 
- Ko, I take thee at thy words 

Call me but Loue, and Ile be new baptizde, 
Hence - forth I neuer will be Rome. 


ali. What man art thou, that thus beſcreend in night 


So ſtumbleſt on my counſel! ? 


Ro, By a name, | know not ho to tell thee who I am, 


My name deare Saint is hatefull to my ſelſe, 


Becauſe it is an Enemy to thee, 
Had I jr written, I would teare the word. 


Iuli. My eares haue yet not drunke a hundred words | 


Of thy rongues vttering, yet I know the ſound, 
Art thou not Romso, and a Maumtague? 
Rom. Neither faire Maide, if eicher thee diſlike. 
| | D 
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lu. How cameſt thou hither, tell me, and Where ſore? 
The Orchard walls are ae to elimbe, 

And the place death, conſidetring who thou art [ 

If any of my kinſmen find ghee here. | | 

| 


Ke. With loves light wings did J ore-perch theſe walls, 
For ſtony limitscanuot hold loue our, l 8 
And what loue can doe, that dates loue attempt: 
Therefore thy kinſmen a re no {top to me. 
Ju. If they doe ſee thee, they will murther thee. 
Ro. Alacke there lies mote perill in thine eye, | 
Then twenty of their ſwords, looke thou but ſweete, | 
And I am proofe againſt the ir enmity, - , 
Ia. | would not for the waild they ſaw thec here, 
Rom, I haue nights close to hide me from their eyes 
And but thou loue me, let them find me here, # 
My life were better ended by their hate, 
Then death proroged wanting of thy loue. 
Juli. By whole direction foundſt thou out this place? 
Ro, By loue that firſt did promp me to enquire, 
He lent me counſell, and I lent him eyes: 
I amno Pylot, yet wert thou as farre 
As that vali ſhore waſhe with the fartheſt ſea, 
I ſhould adventure for ſuch marchandiſe 
Juli. Thou knoweit the maske of night is on my face, 
Elſe would a maiden bluſh bepaint my cheeke, 
For that which thou haſt 3 $a ſpeake te night, 
Faine would I dwell on forme, faine, faine, denie 
What I hane ſpoke, but farewell complement, 
Doeſt thou loue me? 1 know thou wilt ſay I: 
And I will take thy word, yet if thou ſwearft, 
Thou maieft prove falfe ;at louers periuries 
ey lay loxe laughs, ob gentle Romeo, 
ou doſt loue, pronounce it faithfully: _ | 
Or if thou tbhinkeſt Iam too quickly wonne, | 
Ile frowne and be perucife, and ſay thec nay, 
So thou wilt wooe, but elſe not for the world, 
In truth faire Aonnegne I am too fond: 


And 
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My bounty is as boundlefle as t 


of Romeo and Juliet. 


And therefore thou maieſt thinke my behauiour li ghe, 


But cruſt me Gentleman, Ile proue mote true, 
Then thoſe that haue more coying to be ſtrange, 
I ſhould haue beene more ſteange, I muſt confeſſe, 
But that thou oucr heardſt ere I was ware 


 Mſytrucloue paſſion, therefore pardon me, 


And not impute this yeelding to light loue, 
Which the darke night hath ſo diſcovered. Ez 
Rom. Lady, by yonder bleſſed Moone I yow, 

That tips with ſiluer all theſe fruite tree tops, 


Is, O ſweare not by the Moone th ineonſtant Moone, 


That monthly changes in her circledorbe, 


' Leaſt that thy love proue likewiſe variable. 


Row, What ſhall I ſweare by? 
Juli. Doe not ſweare at all- 
Or if thou wilt, ſweare by thy gratious ſelfe, 
Which is the God of my Idolatry,, 
And lle beleeue thee. 
9. If my hearts deare loue. | 
In. Well doe not ſweare, although I ioy in thee: 
I haue no ioy of this contract to night, 
It is too raſh, too vnaduiſde, too ſudden, 
Too like the lightaing which doth ceaſe to bee, 
Ere, one can ſay, it lightens, ſweet good night: 
This bud of loue by Summers ripening breath, ; 
May proue a beautious flower when next wee meete, 
Goodnight, goodsight, as ſweete repoſe and reſt, 
Come to thy heart, as that within my breſt. 
Ro. O wilt thou leaue me ſo ynſarisfied? 
Ia. What ſatisfaQtion canſt thou haue to night? 
Ro. Th' exchange of thy loues faithfull yow for mine. 
In. I gaue thee mine before thou didſt requeſt it: 


And yet I would it were to giue againe. 


Roe. Wouldſt thou withdraw it, for what purpoſe loue? 


Iu. But to be franke and giue it thee againe, 
And yet I wiſh but for the kuf I have, 
e ſea; © ©: 
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4 My loue as deepe, the more I gziue to thee - i 
| The more I haue, for þotb are inſinite : | 
I heare.ſome noyſe within, deare Loue adue: 
Anon good Nurſe, ſweet Adountagny be true | 
Stay bur a little, I will. come againe. 
Re. O bleſſed, bleſſed night, I am afcard 
Being in night, all thig is but adreame, 
Too flattering ſweet to be ſubſtantiall. . 
Ja. Three words deate Note, & goodnight indeed, 
If that thy bent of loue be honoprable, 
Thy propoſe Martiage, ſend me word to morrow, 
| By one chat ile procure to come 3a thee, | 
the rights 


Where and what time thou wilt 
And all my fortunes at thy foote lle lay, | 
ve And follow thee my Loue throughout the World. Madam. 
- I come, anon: bit if thou meaneſt nag well, 
Y I doe beſeech thee (by and by I come). Madam. 
| _ Toceaſe thy ſure, 1 leaue me to my griefe, e h 
Tomorrow will I ſend. 
Ro. So thriue my ſoule. mt "Y 
In. A thouſand times good-nigbt. & £03 24 
Ke. A thouſand times the worſe-to want hy ſight, _. 
Love goes toward loue as Schoole-boyes from their Bookes, . 
But loue from loue, toward Schoole with heauie lookes. 
— Euter Iuliet ins. a 
1s. Hiſt Names, hiſt, O for a Falkners VOICE, © 
To lure this Taſſell gentle backe ageine, 
| Bondage is hoarſe, and way ſpeake aleude. 
i Elſe would I teare the Caueſwhere Eccho lyes, 
And make her syrie tongue more hoarſe, then myne 
þ$ With repetition of my Rewes. 
b | - Ro, It is my loue that cals ypon my name. 
Ho filuerſweer, ſound Louers ton gues by night, 
lie ſoſteſt Muſicke to attending cares. 


In. R Ws. 
Rom, My Deere. | 3 g * | 
i Ia. What a clock to i Hg 
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of. Romeo and lalier. 


Shall I ſend to thee? 
Ro, By the houre of nine. 
Iali. J will not faile, tis twentie yeares till then, 


Ikaue forgot why! did call thee backe. 


No. Let me ſtand here till thou remember it. 


Juli. I ſhall forget, to haue thee ſtill ſtand there, 
Remembring how I loue thy company. * / 
Ro. And Ile ſtill ſay, to haue thee ſill forget, 
Forgetting any other home but this. 
Ish, Tis almoſt morning, I would have thee gone, 
And yet no farther then a wantons Bird. 
That lets it hop a little from his hand, 
Like poore Priſoner in his twiſted gyues. 
And with a ſilken thred plucks it backe N ehe 
So louing Iealous of his liberty. 
Row, I would I were thy Bird. 
Is, Sweet ſo would I, 
Yer I ſhould kill thee with much chenſhing : 
Good ni ight, good night, . . 
Parting is ſuch ſweet ſorrow, 
That 1 tall ſay good-night, till ** morro w-. 
Ro. Sleepe dwell vpon thine * * peace in thy nen 
Would I were ſleepe and peace ſo ſweet to reſt 


Hence will I to my ghoſtly Friers cloſe Cell, 


His helpe to craue, and iny deare hap to rell. 


Eri. 
dloue with a Baſker. . 4 


, Euter 
Fri. The grey eyde morne ſmiles on the frownin g night 


Checkriug the Eaſterne Cloudes with ſtreakes of + bu 
And fleckeld darkneſſe like adtunkard reeles, 

From forth dayes path, and Tias burning wheeles 5 

Now ere the Sunne aduance his burning eye, 
The day to cheere, and nights danke deri dy, %% 14 
I muſt vpfill this Oſier Cage of ours, 

With bulef ull weeds, and precious juyced flowers, 
The earth that's ratures mother in lier Tombe, 


-» And 
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And from her wombe children of diuers kind 


We ſucking on her naturall boſome find: 
Many for many vertures excellent: 

None but for ſome, and yet all different. 
O mickle is the powerfull grace that lyes 
In Plants, Hearbs, Stones, and their true qualities: 
For nought ſo vile, that on the earth dotbliue, 
But to the earth ſome ſpeciall good doth giue : 


— 


Nor ought ſo good, but ſtrain d from that faire vſe, 


Reuolts from true birth, ſtumbling on abuſe. , - . 
Vertue it ſelfe- turnes yice being miſ- 


Euer Romeo. 


Within the Infant rinde of this weake flower 
Poyſon hath teſidence, and Medicine power! 


For this being ſmelt with that part, cheares each part, 


Being taſted ſlayes all ſepces with the heart. 
Two ſuch oppoſed Kings, encampe them ſtill | 
In man, as well as hearbes, grace, and rude will: 
And where the worſer is predominant, - 
Re. Good morrow father. 
Fri, Benedicite, $15 215.705 
What early tongue ſo ſweet ſaluteth me? 
Yong ſonne, it argues a diſtempered head, 
So ſoone to bid good morrow to thy bed 


Full ſoone the Canker death eates vp that plant. 'M £ 


Cate keepes his watch in ouety old mans ey e. 


And where care lodges, ſleepe will neuer ye : 
But where vnbruſed youth with vnſſuft braine 


Doth couch his lims, there golden ſleepe doth taignue, 


Therefore thy earlineſſe doth me aſſure, 
Thou art yprous'd with ſome diftemp'rature: 
Or if nor ſo, then here I hit id tigt. 
Our Romeo hath not beene in bed to night, 

- Ro, That laſt is ttue; the ſweetetaeſt was mine. 


Fri. God pardon ting waſt thou with Reſeline? ._ .. | . 


Nen. With Roſaline, my ghoſtly father no, 


„ 
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of Romes and ſuliet. 


I have forgot that name, and that names woe, 
Fri. That's my good ſonne, but where haſt thou beene then? 
Ro, Ile tell thee ere thou aske it me agen: 
T haue beene feaſting with mine enemie, 
Where on a ſudden one hath wounded me: 
That's by me wounded, both our remedies 
Within thy helpe and holy phy ſick lyes: 
I beare no hatred bleſſed man: for loe 
My interceſſion likewiſe ſteads my foe, 
Fri. Be plaine good ſonne and homely in thy drift. 
Ridling Confeſſion, finds but ridling Shriſt. 5 
Rem. Then plainly koow my hearts deare loue is ſet 
On the faire daughter of rich (apalet; _ 1 
As mine on her, ſohers js ſet on mine 
And all combin'd, ſaue what thou muſt combine 
By holy Marriage: when and where, and how, 
We met, we wooed, and made exchange of yow : 
Ile tell thee as we paſſe, bur this I pray, 
That thou conſent to martie vs to day. | 
Fri. Holy S. Fraxcis what a change is here? 
Is Noſaline that thou didſt loue ſo deare, 
So ſoone forſaken? yong mens loue then lyes 
Not truly in their hearts, but in their eyes. 
Jeſu Maria, what a deale of brine B 
Hath waſht thy fallow cheekes for Roſaline? 
How much ſalt water throne away in waſte, 
To ſeaſon loue that of it doth not taſte. | 
The Sun not yet thy fighes, from Heauen cleares 
Thy old grones yet ring in my ancient eares : 
Lo here vpon thy cheeke the ſtaine doth ſit, 
Of an old teare that is not waſht off yer. 
If ere thou walt thy ſelfe, and theſe woes thine, 
Thou and theſe woes, were all for Roſaline, 
And art thou chang'd ? pronounce this ſentence then, 


= 


Women may fall, when there's no ſtrength in men, 


Ro. Thou chid'ſt me oft for loving Reſalize, 
Fri. For doting, not for louing Pupill mine. £32 
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Re. And badſt me bury loue. | 
Fri. Not in a graue, 
To lay one in, another out ts haue. | 
Re. Ipray thee chide me not, her I loue now 
Doth grace for grace, and loue for love allow: 
The other did not ſo. 
Fri. O ſhe knew well, 
Thy loue did read by rote, that could no ſpell : 
But come yong Wauerer, come and goe with me, 
In one reſpe& Ile thy aſſiſtant be: 
For this Alliance may ſo happi e proue, 
To turne your houſholds rancor to pure loue. 
Rom. O let vs hence, I ſtand on ſudden haſt. 
Fri, Wiſely and ſlow, they ſtumble that run faft. 
=1 Exennt, 
Enter Benuolio and Mercutio. 


Mer. Where the Deu'le ſhould this Romeo be? came hee not 
home to night? | 


Ben, Not to his fathers, I ſpoke with his man. 
Mer. Why that ſame pale hard- hearted wench, that Roſalene 


Torments him ſo, that he will ſure run mad. 


Ben, Tibalt, the Kinſman to old (pala, bath ſent a Letter to 
his fachers houſe. 


Mer, A challenge on my life. 

Ben, Romeo will anſwere it. 

Aer, Any man that can write may anſwere a Letter. 

Ben, Nay, he will anſwere the Letters Maſter, how he dares 


being dared. 


Mer. Alas, poore Remo, hee is alreadie dead, ſtab'd with a 
white Wenches blacke Eye, run through the care with a Loue- 
Song, the very Pinne of his heart, cleft with the blinde Bows 
boyes But - haft, and is he a man to encounter Tibali? 

Rom. Why, what is Tibali? | 

CMer. More then Prince of Cats. O hee's the couragious 
Captaine of Complements : he fights as you (ing Prick-ſong, 
keepes time, diſtance and proportion, hee reſts his n reſis, 
one two and the third in your boſome : the very Butcher ofa 
| ſilke 


of Romeo and luliet. 


flke button, a dualiſt, a dualiſt, a Gentleman ofthe yery fit 
houſe of the firſt and ſecond canſe, ah the Emstal Paltado, 


thepunto reuerſo, the Hay. 


Ben, The what? 
Aer. The Pox of ſuch antique liſping affecting phanta- 


cies, theſe new tuners of accent: by Ieſu a very good blade, a 

very tall man, a very good whore, Why is not this a lamenta- 

ble thing grandſir, that wee ſhould be thus afflicted with theſe 

ſtrange flies: theſe faſhion-mongers, theſe pardona-mees, who 

Rand ſo much on the new forme, that they cannot fit at caſe on 

the old bench. O their bones, their bones, 
Enter Romeo, 

Ben, Here comes Romeo, here comes Romeo. 

Mer, Without his Roe, like a dryed Hering, O fleſh, fleſh, 
how art thou fiſhified?now is he for the numbers that Petrarch 
flowed in: Laura to his Lady, was a kitchin wench, marrie ſhee 
had a better loue to berime her: Dide a dowdie, Cleopatra a 
Gipſie, Helten and Hero, hildings and barlots: Tbubien grey 
eye or ſo, but not to the purpoſe. Signior Remco Bonicur, theres 
a French ſaluation to your frenchſlop: you gaue ys the coun- 


terfeit fairely laſt night. 
Rem. Good morrow to you both, what counterfeit did I 


giue you? | 
Mer. the {lip fir, the ſlip, can you not conceiue? 3 
Romeo, Pardon good Mereutis, my buſineſſe was great, and 


in ſuck a caſe as mine, a man may ſtraine curteſie. ;, 
Mer. Thats as much as to ſay, ſuch a caſe as yours con- 


ſtraines a man to bow in the hams, | 2 2 2% 


Romeo, Meaning to curſie. 
Mer. Thou haſt moſt kindly bit it. 
Rom, A moſt curteous expoſition, 
Mer. Nay, I am the very pincke of curteſie: 
Remeo, Pinck for flower, 


Mer. Right, | 
Romeo. Why then is my pump well flowred. 
Mer. Sure wit, follow mee this ieaſt, now till thou haſt 


worne out thy pump, that when the ſingle ſole of it is worne, 
E the 
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the ieaſt may remaine after the weating, ſoly fingular, 
Re. O ſingle ſolde ieaft, ſoly ſingular for che ſingleneſſe, 
Mer. Come betweene vs good Bensolis, my wits faints. 
Ro. Swits and ſpurs, ſwits and ſpurs, or Ile cry a match. 
Mer. Nay, if our wits run the wild gooſe chaſe, I am done: 
For thou haſt more ofthe wilde gooſe in one of thy wits, then 
Jam ſure] haue in my whole five. Was I with you there for 
the gooſe? 


Ro. Thou waſt never with mee for any thing, when thou waſt 
not there for the gooſe, | 

Mer, I will bite thee by the eare for that ieaſt. 

Ro. Nay good gooſe bite not. | 

Mer. Thy wit is avery bitter ſweting, it is a moſt ſharp ſauce, 

Ro, And js it not well ſeru'd in to a ſweet gooſe ? 

Mer. Oh here's a wit of Cheuerell, that ſtretches from an 
ynch narrow, to an ell- broad. 

Ro, I ſtretch it out for that word, broad, which added to the 
gooſe, proues thee farre and wide, a broad gooſe. 

Mer. Why? is not this better now, then groning for Loue, 


no art thou ſociable, now art thou Romeo: now art thou what 
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thou att, by art as well as by Nature, for this driueling loue is 


like a great Natutall, that runs lolling vp and downe to hide 
his bable in a hole. | 


Ben. Stop there, ſtop there, 
"Aer. Thou deſiteſt me to flop in my tale againſt the haire, 
Ze. Thou wouldſt elſe haue made thy tale large. 

Alter. O thou art deceiu'd, I would haue made it ſhort, ſor 1 

was come to the whole depth of my tale, and meant indeed to 

occupie the argument no longer. 

Re. Heres goodly geare. Ester Nurſe and her man. 

A ſayle a ſayle. ä 

Mer. Two, two, a ſhirt and a ſmoc ke. 

Nur. Peter: 

Peter. Anon. 

Nur. My fan Peter. 


Aer. Good Peter to hide her face, for her fans the fairer face, 
. + Nwrſe, God ye good morrow Gentlemen. 


Mer. | 


of Romeo and 1nliet. 


Mer, God ye goodden faire Gentlewoman. 

Nurſe, Is it goodden? | 

Mer. Tis no leſſe I tell you, for the bawdy hand of the dyall 
is now ypon the pricke of noone. ; 

Nurſe. Out vpon you, what a man are you? 

Ro. One Gentlewomia,that God hath made, himſelfe to mat. 

Nwrſe. By my troth it is well ſaide, for himſclfe ro marre 
quath a: Gentlemen can any of you tell me where I may finde 
the yong Romeo ? 

Ro, Icantell you, but young Remes will be older when you 
haue found him, then hee was when you ſought him: Iam the 
youngeſt of that name, for fault of a worſe, 

Nurſe. You ſay well. 

2 Yeais the worſt well, very well tooke, ifaich, wiſely, 
wilely. 

Navſe, If thou be he fir, Idefire fome confidence with you. 

Ben. Shee will endite him to ſome ſupper. 

Mer. A baud, a baud, abaud. So ho. 

Ro. What haſt thou found? 

Mer. No hare fir , vnleſſe a hare fir in a Lenten- pie, that is 
ſomething ſtale and hoare ere it be ſpent, 


An old hare hoare, and an old hare hoare is very good meate 
in Lent, 


But a hace that is bote is too much for a ſcore, when it hoares 
ere it be ſpent. h 


Romeo, will you come to your fathers ? weele. to dinner thither. 

Ro, Iwill follow you. 9 

ler. Farewell auncient Lady, farewell Lady, Lady, Lady. 
Exennt, 

Nur. I pray you fir, what ſawcie merchant was this that was 
{o full of his roperie? | 

Romeo. A Gentleman Nwrſe , that loues to heare himſelfe 
talkeyand will ſpeake more in a minute, then hee will ſtand to 
in a moneth. | 

Nur. And a ſpeake any thing againſt me, Ile take him down, 
and a were luſtier then he is, and twentie ſuch Iacks: and if I 
cannot, ile finde thoſe that ſhall : ſcuruie knaue, I am none 
of his Gil. flurts, I am none of his skaines mates, and thou muſt 
| 3 4 and 
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tand by too, and ſuffer euery Knaue to vſe mee at his plea- 
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ſure. | . ; | 
Pet. I ſaw no man vſe you at his pleaſure : if I had, my wea- 
pou ſhould quickly haue beere our, I warrant you, dare draw 
aſſoone as another man, if I lee oc caſion in a good quarrell, and 
the law on my fide, 

Nar. Now atore God, I am ſo vext , that every part about 
me quiuers , skuruie Knaue : pray you ſir a word: and as I told 
you, my yong Ladie bid me enquire you out, what ſhe bid mee 
ſay, I will kcepe to my ſelte: but fitſt ler me tell ye,if ye ſhould 
leade her in a Fooles paradiſe, as they lay, it were a very grofle 
kind ot behauiour as they lay : for the Gentle woman is yong: 
and therefore, if you ſhould deale double with her, truely it 
were an ill thing to be offered to any Gentle woman, and verie 
weake dealing. 

Rem. Nurſe, commend me to thy Lady and Miſtris, Iproteſt 
vnto thee. 

Nur. Good heart, and yfaith I will tell her as much: Lord, 
Lord, ſhe w I! be a ioytull woman. 

Rom, What wilt thou tell her Nurſe? thou doeſt not marke 
mee ? | 

Nor. IV ill tell her fir, that you doe proteſt, which as I take 
it, is Gentlemanlike offer. 

Rem, Bid her deuiſe ſome meanes to come to ſhrift this af. 
ternoone, 

And there ſhe ſhall at Fryer Lawrence Cell 

Be ſhriued and married : here is for thy paines. 
Nur. No truly fir not a pennie. 
Rom, Go too. | ſay you ſhall, 


+ we Nur. This afternoone fir, well ſhe ſhall be there. 


Rom. And Hay good Nurſe behind the Abbey wall, 
Within this heure my man ſhall be withthee, 
And bring thee Cords made like a tackled aire, 
Which to the high top gallant of my ioy, 
Muſt be my Conuoy in the ſecret night. 
Farewell be truſtie, and lle quite thy paines: 
Farewell, comnend me to thy Miſtiis, 
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Nur, Now God in Heaven bleſſe theo, harke you fir. 
Re. What ſay ft thou my deare Nurſe ? 

wr, Is your man ſecret, did you nere here ſay , two may 
keepe counſell putting one away. 

Re. Warrant thee my mans as true as ſteele. 

Nur. Well fir, my Miſtreſſe is the ſweeteſt Ladie, Lord, 
Lord, when 'twas alittle prating thing. O there is a Noble. 
man in Towne one Paris „that would faine lay Knife aboord: 
bur ſhe good ſoule had as leeue ſee a Tode, a very Tode as ſee 
him : Iangerer ſometimes, and tell her that Paris is the prope. 
rer man, but Ile warrant you, when I ſay ſo, ſhe lookes as pale 
as any clout in the verſall World, doth not Roſemarie and R- 
mee begin both with a Letter? 

Ro, 1 Nurſe, what of that? Both with an K. 

Nur. A mocker that's the Dogges name. R. is for the no, I 
know it beginnes with ſome other letter, and ſhee hath the 
prettieſt ſententious of it, of you and Roſemary, that it would 
doe you good to heare it. | 

Row, Commend me to thy Lady. 

Nur. I athouland times Peter? 


Pet. Anon. 
Nur. Before and apace. 


Fan. 


Ester luliet. | 
Ju. The clocke ſtrooke nine when Idid ſend the Nurſe, 

In halfe an houre ſhe promiſed to returne, 
Perchance ſhe cannot meete lum, thats not ſo: 
Oh ſhe is lame, loues Heraulds ſhould be thoughts, 
Which ten times faſter glides then the Sunnes beames, 
Drining backe ſhadowes ouer lowring hils: 
Therefore doe aimble pini»n' d. Doves draw loue, 
And therefore hath the winde (wt Cap:d wings: 
Now is the Sunne vpon the highmoſt hill : 
Of this dayes jou: uey, and from nine till ewelue, 
Is three long houres, yet ſhe is not come, 


Had ſhe affe&ion« aud warme youthfull bloud, 
Shee would be as ſwiit in motion as a ball, 


The moſt Lamentable Tragedie 


My words would bandie her to my ſweet Loue, 
And his to me, but old folkes,many faine as they were dead, 
Vaweildic, ſlow, heauie, and pale as lead. 
Enter Nurſe, 
O God ſhe comes, O honey Nurſe what newes ? 


Haſt thou met with him? ſend thy man away. 


Nur. Peter ſtay at the gate. 
1s, Now good ſweet Nurſe, O Lord, why look'ſt thou ſad ? 
Though newes, be ſad, yet tell chem merrily, 
If good thou ſham'it the Muſick of ſweet newes, 
By playing it to me, with ſo ſower a face. 
Nur. I ama weary, giue me leaue a while, 
Fye how my bones ake, what a iaunt haue I had? 
Is. I would thou hadſt my bones, and I thy newest 
Nay come, I pray thee ſpeake, good, good Nurſe ſpeake. 
Nur. Ieſu what halt, can you not (tay a while? 
Doe you not ſee that J am out of breath? 
[u, How art thou out of breath, when thou haſt breath 
To ſay to me, that thou art out of breath? 
The excuſe that thou do ſt make in this delay, 


Is longer then the Tale thou dot excuſe. 


Is thy ne wes good or bad? anſwere to that, 

Say either and Ile ſtay the circumſtance: 

Let me be ſatisfied, iſt good or bad? 
Nur. Well, you haue made a ſimple choice, you know not 

how to chooſe a man: Remes, no not he, though his face be bets. 

ter then any mans, yet his legge excels all mens, and for a hand 

and a foot and body, though they bee not to bee talkt on, yet 

they are paſt compare: he is not the flower of cutteſie, but lle 

warrant him as gentle as a Lambe: goe thy wayes Wench, 


ſerue God. What haue you dinde at home? 


Ia. No, no, but all this did I know before 
What {ayes he of our Marriage, what of that? 
Nur. Lord, how my head akes, what a head haue I: 


It beates as it would fall in twentie pieces. 


My backe a tother fide, a my backe, my backe: 
Beſhrew your heart for ſending me about 


To 
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To catch my death with iaunting vp and downe; 
In, Iſaith I am ſorry that thou art not well. 
Sweet, ſweet, ſweet Nurſe, rell me what ſayes my Leue? 
Nur. Your Loue ſayes like an honeſt Gentleman, 
And a curteous, and a kind, and a handſome, 
And I warrant a vertuous, where is your mother? 
In, Where is my mother, why, thee is within, where ſhould 


ſhe bee? : 
How odly thou replyeſt : = = 
Your Loue ſayes like an honeſt Gentleman, 
Where is your Mother ? 


Nur, O Gods Lady deare, 
Are you ſo hot, marry come vp I trow, 
Is this the poultis for my aking bones: 
Hence-forward doe your Meſlzges your ſelſe. 
Iu. Here's ſuch a coyle, come what ſayes Romeo? 
Nur. Haue you got leaue to goe to ſhriſt to day? 
1s, I haue. 
Nur. Then high you hence to Fryer Lawrence Cell. 
There ſtayes a Hus band to make you a Wife: 
Now comes the wanton bloud vp in yout cheekes, 
They le be in Scarlet ſtraĩght at any newes: 
Hie you to Church, I muſt another way, 
To fetch a Ladder by the which your Loue 
Muſt climbe a Birds. neaſt ſoone when it is darke 
I am the Drudge, and toyle in your delight: 
But you ſhall beare the burthen ſoone at night. 
Goe lle to dinner, hye you tothe Cell. 
Ju. Hie to high fortune, honeſt Nurſe farewell. 
Exeunt. 
Emter Frier and Romeo. | 
Fri. So ſmile the Heauens vpon this holy AQ, 
That after houres, with ſorrow chide vs not. 
Ro, Amen, Amen, but come what ſortow can, 
It cannot countervaile the exchange of ioy 
That one ſhort minute giues me in het fight : 


Doe thou but cloſe our hands with holy words, 
| Then 
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Then loue-deuouring death doe what he dare, 
Ic is enough I may but call her mine. | 

Fri. Theſe violent delights haue violent ends, 
And in their triumph dye like fire and powder; 
Which ss they kifle conſume. The ſweeteſt honey 
Js lochſomneſſe in his owne deliciouſneſſe, 
Aud in the taſte coufounds the appetite, 
Therefore loue moderately, long loue doth ſo, 
Too ſwift, artiues as tardie, as too ſlow. 
Enter Iuliet. 
Here comes the Ladie, Oh ſo light afoot 
Will nere weare out the euerlaſting flint, 
A Lover may beſtride the Goſſamours, . 
That idles in the wanton Summer Ayre, 
And yet nor fall, ſo light is vanitie. - 

Ia. Good euen to my ghoſtly Corifefſor, 

Fri. Roms (hall thanke thee daughter for vs both. 

1s, As much to him, elſe in his thankes too much, el 

Ro, Ah Iabet, if the meaſure of thy ioy 
Be heapt like mine, and that thy skill be more 
To blazon it, then ſweeten with thy breath 
This neighbour Ayre, and let rich Muſickes tongue, 
Vnfold the imagin'd happineſſe that both 
Receiue in either, by this deare encounter. 

Is. Conceit mote rich in matter then in words, 
Brags of his ſubſtaace, not ef ornament, 
They are but Beggers that can count their werth; 
But my true Loue is growne to ſuch exceſſe, 
I cannot ſumme vp ſome of halfe my wealth, 

Fri. Come, come with me, and we will make ſhort worke, 

For by your leaues you ſhall not ſtay alone, 
Till holy Church incorporate two in one. i 


1 . ' ; L 


Euter Mercutio, Benuolion, and wer. 64 b 
Ben. I pray thee good Merentio lets retire 
The day is hot, the {apmlets abroad t - Fra 
And if we meet, we ſhall not ſcape a brawle, for now theſe hot 
dayes, is the mad bloud ſlirring. 15 20 


Mer. 
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Mer. Thou art like one of theſe fellowes, that when bee en- 
ters the confines of a Tauerne, claps mee his ſword ypon the 
table, and ſayes, God ſend mee no need of thee: and by the o- 
peration of the ſecond cup, drawes him on the Drawer, when 
indeed there is no need. 

Bes. Am | like ſuch a fellow? | ”—_—]} 

Mer. Come, come, thou art as hot a Tacke in thy moode, as 
any in Italie: and ↄſſoone moued to bee muodie , and aſſoone 
moodie to be moued. 

Ben. And what too? 

Mer. Nay ard there were two ſuch , wee ſhould haue none 
ſhortly, for one would kill the other: thou, my thou wilt 
quarrell wich a man that hath a haire more, or a haite leſſe in 
his beard, then thou haft : thou wilt quarrell with a man for 
cracking Nuts, hauing no other reaſon, but becauſe thou haſt 
haſcll eyes: what eye, but ſuch an eye, would ſpie out ſuch a 
quartellꝰ thy head is as full of quatrels, as an egge is ful of meat, 
and yet thy head hath been beaten as addle as an egge for quare 
relling : thou haſt quareld with a man for coffiig in the ſtreer, 
becaule he hath wakened thy dog that hath Jayne aſleepe in the 
Sun. Didſt thou not fall out with a taylot for weating his new 
doubl:c before Eaſter: with another, tor tying his new ſhooes 
with old tiband, and yet thou wilt tutor me from quarrelling ? 

Ben. And I were ſo apt to quarrel as thou att. any man ſhuuld 
buy the tee ſimple of my lite. tor an howe and a quatter. 

Mer. The tee-fimple, O ſimple. _ 
: Enter Tibalt, Petruchio: and ethers. © 
Ben, By my head here comes the (apwlets, - 
Mer. By my heele I care not. 2 
Tibalt. Follow me cloſe, for | will ſpeake to them. 
Gentlemen, Good-den,a word with one of you. 

M r. And but one word with one of ys? couple it with ſom- 

thing, make it a word and a blow. 
72. You ſhall find mee apt inough to that fir, and you will 
give mecccafion, / . - 
, CMeremse. Could you not take ſome occafion without gi- 
ung? ; | ' | „ 
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Ti. Mere utio thou conſorteſt with Romeo, 
Mer. Conſort, what do'ſt thou make vs Minfirels? and thou 


. ke Minſtrels of vs, look to heare nothing but diſcords, here's 
my Fiddleſucke, , heere's that ſhall make you dance zounds - 


conſort, © 
Ben, Wetalke herein the publike 1 8 of men: 
Either withdraw vnto ſome priuate place, | + + 
Or reaſon coldly of your grieuances: Pro: 4% 
Or elſe depart, here 1 e on . . 
Me, Mens eies were made to looke, and let hin gaze, : - þ 


I will not budge for no man pleaſure I. 


Enter Romeo. 1245 
28. Well peace be with you ſit, here comes my man: | 3 
Aer. But Ile be hang d ſir, if heweare your Liverye - 
Marry goe before to field, heele be your follower,” - 


_ Your Worſhip in that ſenſe may call him wann. 


776. Remco, the loue I beare thee, can affoord. - 


No better terme then this: thou art a Villaine. 


Ro, Tihalt,the reaſon that I haue to love thee, 


5 Doth much excuſe the appertayning rage — * 
Iss ſuch s greetin g: :V:laine am I none. EM 
Thereforci farewell Iſee thou know t me nor. 


27. Boy, this ſhall not excuſe the iniuries 


That chou haſt done me therefore turne and draw. 


Ro. I doe proteſt I neuer iniured thee, 


But loue thee better then thou canſt deniſe: 
Till thou ſhalt know the reaſon of my loue, 
And ſo good Ca Sulu, which nome — 

As dearely as my owne, be ſatisſiet. 


Mer, O ers diſhonotrable, wle lbs: 


.. Tibalt, you Rat-carcher, vill youwelke? SD | | „ a |; 


„N. What woulds thou haue wich me ? - 


Aer. Good King of Cats, nothing buvone of your-1 nine 
| lives, that 1 meane to make bold withall, and as you ſhall 
mee hereafter drie beate the reft of the eight. Will you - 
* your Sword out of his Pilcher by the cares ? wake haſte, 


& * 
* „ 


— 
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leaſt mine bee about your eares ere ic bee out. 

77. I m for you. 

Ro. Gentle Mereutio, put thy Rapier vp. 

Aer. Come fir your Paſſado. 4 | 

Ro, Draw Bennolio, be ate downe their weapons, 
Gentlemen, for ſhame forbeare this outrage, 
| Tibalt, Macutis che Prince expreſly hath 
Forbid bandying in Veroxa ſtreets, 


Hold Tu, good Ff.rcatre, + 
| An Tibalts - 


”* 
' 


Mer. I am hurt. 
A plague a both houſes, Tam ſped, * 
Is he gone and hath nothing ? 8 
Zen. What art thou hurt? | 
Aer. I, I, a fcrarch, a ſcratch, marry tis enough, 
Where is my Page? goe Villaine, fetch a Surgeon, . 
Ro, Courage man, the hurt cannot be much. 
Acer. No tis not ſo deepe as a Well, nor ſo wide as a Church 
doore, but tis enough, twill ſerue : aske for me to morrow,and 
you ſhall find mee a graue man. I am peppered I warrant, for 
this World, a plague a — — houſes, ſounds a dog, a rat, a 
mouſe, a cat to ſcrateh a muste death, a braggart, a rogue, a 
villaine , that fights by the booke of Arithmetick , why the 
deu'le came you betweene vs? I was hurt vnder your arme. 
Re. Ithoughtall forthe beft. x | 
© Mer, Helpe me into ſome houſe BNenuolio. 
Or I ſhall faint, a plague a both your houſes. 7 
They haue made wormes meat of me, 
I haue it, and ſoundly to your houſes 


Exu 


Ro, This Gentleman the Princes neare alie, 2 
My very friend hath got his mortall hurt 3 
In my behalfe, my teputation ſtaynd Nh 
With Tibalts flaunder, 7ibalt that an houre 
Hath beene my Cozin, O tweet air,, 

Thy beattic hath made me effeminate˖/ _ _ + 
And in mytemper ſoftncd valours 8 
| - 
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__ EmterBenuolio, 
Ben, O Romeo, Romeo, braue Mercatis is dead, 
That gallant ſpirit hath aſpit d the Cloudes, | 
Which too vntimely here did ſcorne the earth. 
Re. This dayes blacke fate, on moe dayes doth —_— 
This but begins, the woe others muſt end. 
Ben, Here comes the furious Tubalt backe againe, 
Ne. He gon in triumph and Ame ſlaine, 
| Away ro heauen reſpectiue lenitie, 15 . 5 
| Aad fire and furie, be my conduct now, 5 
No Tibalt take the villaine back againe, 
That late thou gaueſt me, for Mc ſoule 
Is but a little way aboue our heads, 
Staying for thine to keepe him c 


F 
| 
| 
| 
| 


| 
| 
| 


ompanie: 
Either thou or I, or both, muſt goe with him. 


7. Thou wretched boy that diaſt conſort him here, 
Sbalt with him hence, 


| Re. This ſhall derermine ther. 72 
| feb. Tibalt fall. 


Ben.” Romeo, way 2 gone: 

The (Cirizens are vp. had T«balt ſlzjoe, 

Stand not amazed, the Prince thee death, 
If thou art taken, hence begone, away. 

Ro. O, lam fortunes foole. 


Ben, Why doſt thou ſtay ? 


Eu. Romeo. 
Enter Citizens. - 3 — 
Cui. Which way ran he that kild — | 
_ Tibalt, that murtherer, which way ran he 7. 
Bens, There lyes that Tibali. 
| Citi. Vp, fir, goe with me: | | 
| I charge thee in the Princes name obey... * he 
RS = Euter Prince, old Mountague, Capulet., 
| | dbeir wines and all. Ke” 
Prin. Where are che vile beginners of this fray ? 5 
| 7 Ben, O noble Prince, I can — 8 | 
||, » The raluckic mannageofthis facallbrall,,  . .. BY 


I beg for Iuſtice, which thou, Prince, muit giue: 
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There lyes the man ſlaine by young Rees, 
That ſ1:w thy kinſman, broaue Aercatio, 

Capn. i. Tibalt, my Cozin, O my brothers ehild, 
O Prince, O Cozin, husband, O the bloud is ſpild 
Of my deare kinſman, Prince, as thou art true, 
For bloud of ours, ſhead bloud of Montagne, 
O Cozin, Cozin. ry 

Prom. Bennolio, who began this bl fray ? 

Jen. Tibalt here ſlaine, whom Romes's did lay, 
Remes that ſpoke him faire, bid him bethinke 
How nice the quarrell was, and vrg'd withall. 
Your high diſpleaſure all this vetered. _ 
With gentle breath, calme looke, knees humbly bowed 
Could not take truce with the yarvly ſpleene 
Ot Tibali deate to peace, but that he tilts 
Wich peircing ſteele at bold Mercatio's breaſt, 
Who all as hor, turnes deadly point to paint, 8525 
And with a Martiall ſcorne, with one hand beates 
Cold death aſide, and with the other ſends 
It back ro Tibait, whoſe dexteritie 2 ; 
Retorto it, Romeo he cryes aloud, | | CE PINES © fr, 
Hold friends, friends part, and ſwifter then his tongue, -- 
His agill arme beates downe their fatall IRE 
And t vixt them ruſhes, ynderneath whoſe ame, 
An enuious thruſt from Tibals, hit the liſe 
Of Rout CMercntro, and then Tibalt fled, 8 
But by and by comes backe to Rm, 
Who had but newly entettayn d revenge, 
And too't they goe like lightning, fot ere . 
Could draw to part them, was ſtout Tibali ſlaine: 
And as he fell, did Remes turne and ſlie, 
This ic the truth, or let Beawole. die. 

(. ui. He is a kinſman to the Aleuntagus, 

Affection makes him falſe, he ſpenkes not true: ro 
Some twentie of them foughc in this blacke rife, - 
Ang all choſe ewentie could but kill one life. | | 
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Romeo ſle w Tibalt, Romeo mult not live, 
Prin, Romeo ſle w him, he ſlew Aereutis, 
Who now the price of his deare bloud doch owe. 
AMonn,' Not Romeo Prince, he was Afercutios friend, 
TY His fault concludes, but what the Law ſhould end, 
HS: The life of Trbalt. 
Pris. And for that offence, 2 
Immediately we doe exile him hence: s 
I have an Intereſt in your hearts proceeding. 9 
My bloud tor your rude brawles doth lie a bleeding. | 
But lle amerce you with ſo ſtrong a fine, 
That you ſhall all repent the loſſe of mine. 
1 will be deafe to pleading and excuſes, 
| Nor teares, nor prayers ſhall purchaſe out abuſes, 
Therefore vic none, let Remes hence in haſt, 
Elſe when he is found, that houre is his laß. 
Bgheate hence chis body, and attend eur will, 
a but — pardoning thaſe that kill. 


© — — — * 
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Exit 
: Enter Iuliet ws, 
Gallop apace, you ſiery footed ſeeds, 
Towards Phebw lodging, ſuch a waggoner 
Ass Phaeton would whip you to the weft, 
And bring in clowdie night immediately, | | 
Spread thy cloſe curtaine loue-performing night, 
That run-awayes eyes may wincke, and Rowee 
Leape to theſe armes, yntalkr of and vnſeene, 
Lo uers can ſee todoe their amorous rights, 
By their owne beauties, or of loue te blind, 
It beſt agrees with night, come ciuill night, 
Thou ſober ſuted matton all in blacke, | | 
And leatne me how tolooſea winning match, ler g . 
Plaid for a paite of ſtꝛialeſſe maiden-· Heads 
Hood my vamand bloud baiting in my chee kes, 
With thy blacke mantle, till range love grow bold, 
Thinke true loue acted — a 


Come night, come Aan, come thou day in night, 


For 
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For thou wilt lie ypon the wings of nighe, 

Whiter then ſnow ypog a Rauens backe: | 

Come gentle night, come louing black-browd night, 

Giue me my Romeo, and when hee ſhall die, 

Take him and cut him out in little ſtarres, 

And he will make the face of heauen ſo fine, 

That all the world will be in Joue with night, 

Ard pay no worſhip to the gariſh Sun, 5 

O l haue bought the manfion of a loue, 

But not poſſeſt it, and though I am ſold, 

Not yet enioyd, ſo tedious is this day, 

As is the night before ſome feftiuall, | 

To an impatient child that hath new robes 

And may not weare them, O here comes my Nnr/e: 
Enter Nurſe with cords, 

And ſhee brings newes and cuery tongue that ſpeakes 

But Romeoss name, ſpeakes heauenly eloquence: 

No: Nurſe, what newes? what haft thou there, 

The cords that Ræmes bid thee fetch? | 


Nur. I, I, the cords. 
Juliet. Ay me, hat newes? why doſt thou wring thy hands: 


Nur. A weladay, hees dead, hees dead, hees dead, 
We are vndone Lady, we are vndone, 
A lacke the day, hees gone, hees kild, hees dead. 

Is. Can heauen be ſo envious, a 

Nur, Remeo can. 
Though heauen cannot. O Romes, Romeo, 


Who euer woyld haue thought it Remes. | 
In. What d:uell art thou, that doſt corment me thus? 


This torture ſhould be rored in diſmall hell, 

Hach Remes flaine Fimſelſe? ſay thou but l, 

Aud that bare vowell I ſhall poyſon more 

Then che death- darting eye of Cockattice, 

Jam not I, if there be ſuch an T, 

Or thoſe eyes ſhot, that makes thee anſwere I: 
If he be flaine ſay 1, or if got, no. 

Briefe, ſounds, determine my weale or wo, 


1 


1 


* 
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Nu. I faw the un I, I ſa it wish mine eyes, 
God ſaue the mike, he te on his manly breit, 
A piteous coarſe, a blo ody piteous costſe, 
Pale, pale as aſhes, all bedlwde in blood, 
All in goare blood, I ſounded at the fight. 
Iu. O breake my heart, poore banckrout breake at * 
To priſon eyes, nete lonakt onlibertie. 
Vile earth to earth reſigne, end motion here, 
And thou and Romeo prefle one heauie bee te. 5 
| Nr. O bal. 7 bale, the beſt friend I had, 
1 O cutteous T ybalt honeſi Gentleman, 
That euer I ſhould line to ſee thee desd. 
1s. What ftorme is this that blo es ſo contrarie? _ 
Is Temes {langhtred? 8rd is Tybalr dead? 
My deareſt Cozen, and my dearer Lord, 
Then dreadfull Trumper ound the generall _, 
For who is living, if thoſe tro are gone 
Nur, Bbalt is goue, and Rees baniſhed, | 
Romeo that kild him he is baniſhed, 
| Inlict. O God, did Remes hand ſhed Tibalts blood? | 
It did, it did, alas the day, it did. 
Nur. O ſerpent heart, bid with a flowing face. 
Is. Did euer dragon keepe ſo faire a Cauc? 
Be autifull »yrant, fiend angelicall: 
- Rauenous dove, feathred Rauen, woluiſh-ravening lambe, 
Deſpiſed ſubſtance of diuineſt how: 
Iuſt . to what thou willy ſeem ſt, 
A damaed fainr, an honourable villaine: 
© O Nature, what hadſt thou to doc in hell, 
mmi . didſt power the ſpirit of a fend 
| In mortal! paradiſe of fuch ſweet fl: ſh? 
| | Was ever booke contayning ſuch vile matter 
' So fairely bound? O that deceit ſhould dwell 
In ſich a gorgeous Pallace, - | - 
Nur. Theres no truſt, no faith, Es jn men, 
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All periurde, all for- worne, all naught, all diſcmblers, 
Theſs 
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of Roneco and laliet. 
Theſe griefes, theſe woes, theſe ſorrowes make me old, 1 0 
14 


Shame come to Rewes. 
la. Bliſtered be thy tongue | 
For ſuch a wiſh, he was not borne to ſhame: ' F 
| 


Vpon his brow ſhame is aſham'd to fir: 
For tis a throne where honour may be crownd 


Sole Monarch of the vniuerſall earth. 


O vhat a beaſt was 1 to chide at him? 


. Your tributarie drops belong to woe, 


Nur. Will you ſpeake well of him that kild your cozin? 

Ja. Shall I ſpeake ill of him that is my husband? j 1 
Ah poore my Lord, what tongue ſhall ſmooth thy name, 1 
When I thy three houres wife have mangled itꝰ 4 
But wherefore viilaine didſt thou kill my Cozin? 
That villaine cozin would haue kild my husband: 


Backe fooliſh teares, backe to your natiue ſpring, 


My husband liues that Tibalt would haue ſlaine, 


And T:balrs dead that would haue ſlaine my husband: 


All this is comfort, wherefore weepe I then: 
Some words there was worſer then Tibalis death 


That murdered me, I would forget it faine, | 
But oh it preſſes to my memory, 5 
Like damned guilty deedes to ſinners minds, 5 . | 


i 
! 
Which you miſtaking offer vp to ioy, | 1 


Tibalt is dead and Romeo baniſhed: 
That baniſhed, that one word baniſhed, — 6 INS 
Hath ſlaine ten thouſand Tibalrs: Tibali death 3 
Was woe jnough if it had ended there: * 
Or if ſower woe delights in ſellow ſhip, 

And needly will be wrancke with other griefes, 

Why followed not when ſhe ſaid Tibalts dead, 

Thy father or thy mother, nay or both, - 

Which moderne Lamentation might have moued, 
But with a reareward following Tibalt; death, 
Romeo is baniſhed to ſpeake that word, 

Is father, moi ber, 7ibaft, Rane, Iuliet, 

All llaine, all dead: Nos in baniſhed, * 
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There is no end, no limit, meaſure, bound, 
In that words death, no words can that woe ſound 


2 


Where is my father and my mother Nurſeꝰ 
Nur, Weeping and wailing ouer 776401 corſe, 
Will you goe to them: I will bring you thither, 
In, Waſh they his wounds with teares: mine ſhall be ſpent, 


When theirs are drie, for Romeo: baniſhment, 
| Take vp thoſe cords, poore ropes you are beguild, 


Roth you and I for Remes is exild: 

He made you for a high-way to my bed, 

Bur I'a maide, dic maiden widdowed. 

Come cord, come Nurſe, Ile to my wedding bed, 

And death not Roweo, take my maiden. head. 
Nur. Hie to your chamber, Ile find Rewes 

To comfort you, I wot well where he is: 

Harke ye, your Romeo will be heare at night, 


lle to him, he is hid at Lawrence Cell. 


Is. O find him, giue this Ring to my true Knight, 
And bid him come, to take his laſt farewell. 


| Exit. 
Emtey Frier and Romeo. 
Fri. Romeo come forth, come forth chou ſearefull man, 
Affliction is enamord of thy parts: _ 
And thou art wedded to calamitie, 
Ro. Father what newes? What is the Princes doome ? 
What ſorrow craues acquaintance at my hand, 
That I yet know not? 
Fri. Too familiar. 
Is my deare Sonne witk ſuch ſowre companie? 
I bring thee tydings of the Princes doome. : | 
Roe. What leſſe then Doomeſday is the Princes doome ? 


Fri. A gentler judgement vaniſhe from his lips, 
Not bodies death, but bodies baniſhmenr. 
Ko. Ha, baniſnmentꝰ be mercifull, ſay death: 
For exile hath more terror in his looke, 
Much more then death, doe not ſay baniſhmente, 
Fri, Here from Verona art thou baniſhed ; 


of Romeo and Juliet. 


Be patient, for the world is broad and wide. | at} 
Ro, There is no world without Verona walles, * 
But purgatory, torture, hell it ſelſe: (| 
Hence baniſhed, is baniſht from the world, © | j 
And worlds exile is death, Then baniſhed, | 1 
Is death miſtearm'd, calling death baniſhed, * 
Thou cutſt my head off with a golden Ane, 
And ſmileſt vpon the ſtroke that murders me. 
Pri, O deadly ſinne, O rude vnthankefulneſſe, 
Thy fault our Law cals death, but the kind Prince 
Taking thy part, hath ruſht aſide the Law, 
And tutn d that blacke word death to baniſhment. 
This is deare mercie, and thou ſeeſt it not. 
Ro. Tis torture and not mercie, Heauen is here 
Where Ialiet lives and euery Cat and Dogge, 
And little Mouſe, eue ry vnworthy thing 
Live here in Heauen and may looke on 4 
But Roms may nor, More validitie, 
More honourable ſtate, more courtſhip liues 
In carrion flyes,then Romeo: they may ſesze 
On the white wonder of deare Juliet hand, 
And ſteale immorall bleſſing from her lips, 
Who euen in pure and Veſtall modeſty, 
Still bluſh, as thinking their owne kiſſes ſinne. 
This may flyes doe, when I from this muſt flye: 
And ſayſt thou yet, that exile is not death ? 
But Romeo may not, he is baniſhed, Wy” 
Flyes may doe this, but I from this muſt fiye : 
They are freemen, but I am baniſhed. 
Hadſt then no poyſon mixt no ſharpe ground Knife, 
No ſudden meane of death, though nere ſo meane, 
B haiſhed co kill me: Baniſhed ? 
( , cyer, the damned vſe that word in hell: 
Howling attends it, how haſt thou the heart 
Being 1 a ghoſtly Confeſſor, 


A ſinne Obſoluer, and my Friend profeſt, 
To mangle me with that word baniſhed? 


—_— Pri. 


Who knocks ſo hard ? whence come 


N 
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Fri. Thou fond mad man, heare me 3 little ſpeake. 

Ro, O thou wilt ſpeake againe of baniſhment. 
Fri. Ile giue thee armour to keepe off that word, 
Aduerſities ſweet milke, Philoſophie, 
To comfort thee though thou art baniſhed. 

Ro. Vet baniſhed ? hang vp Philoſophie, 


Vnleſſe Philoſophie can make a Juliet, 


Diſplant a Towne, reverſe a Princes doome, 
It helpes not, it preuailes not, talke no more, 
Fri. O then I ſee, that mad men haue no eares, 
Ro, How ſhould they, when wiſe men have no eyes. 
Fri. Let me diſpute with thee of thy eftate, 
Ro. Thou canſt not ſpeake of that thou doſt not feele, 
Wert thou as young as I, Iaſiet thy loue, 


An houre but married, Trbalt murdered, 


Doting like me, and like me baniſhed, | 


Then mighreſt thou ſpeake, 


Then mighteſt thou teare thy haire, 

And fall vpon the ground as I doe now, 

Taking the meaſure of an vomade grave. 
Nurſe bock. 
Fri. Ariſe, one knocks, good Rewee hide thy ſelfe, 
Ro, Not I, vnleſſe the breath of heart · ſicke grones 


Miſt-like infold me from the ſearch of eyes. 


Kmnecke. 


Fri, Harke how they knocke (who's there) Remes ariſe, 


Thou wilt be taken (ſtay awhile) ſtand vp. 


Agne. 


Run to my ſtudie (by and by) Gods will, 


What ſimpleneſſe is this: I come, I come. 


wocke, 


you ? what's your wil]? 
Nor. Let me come in, and you ſhall know my errand : 


I come from Lady Ialiet. 


Fri. Welcome tbenn. 
Nar. O holy Frier, Otell me holy Frier, 


5 


Where's 


of Romeo and luliet. 


Where's my Ladies Lord, where's Rm, 


Fri. There on the ground, 


With his owne teares made drunke. 
Nur. O, he is euch in my Miſtreſſe caſe, 


Juſt in her caſe. O woſull 


athy: 
Pitious predicament, euen ſo lyes ſnee, | 
Blubbring and weeping, weeping and blubbring, 


Stand vp, ſtand yp, ſtand and you be a man, 
For Iuliets ſake, for her ſake riſe and ſtand: 
Why ſhould you fall into ſo deepe an O: 


Rom. Nurſe, 


Nur. Ah fir, ah fir, death's the end of all. 


Rom, $ akeft thou of Jalias how is it with her? 


Doth not ſhee thinke me an old murtherer, 
Now I haue ſtaynd the childhood of our joy, 


With blood remoued, but little from het owne ? 
Where is ſhee ? and how doth ſhee? and what ſayes 


My conceald Lady to our canceld love ? 
Nur. Oh, ſhee ſayes nothing, fie, but weeps and weeps, 
And now fals on her bed, and then ſtarts vp, 


And Tibalt calls, and then on 
And then downe falls againe. 


———_ 


Row. As if that name ſhot fromthe deadly leuell of s gun, - 
Did murther her, as that names curſed hand 


Murdred her kinſman. Oh tell me Frier, tell me, 


In what vile part of this Anatomie 


Doth my name lodge? Tell me, that I may ſacke 


The hatefull manſion. 
Fri. Hold thy deſperate hand: 
Art thou a man thy forme 


cryes out thou art: 


Thy teares are womaniſh, thy wild acts denote 


The vnreaſonable furie of a beaſt : 


Vnſeemely woman in a ſeeming man, 


And ill beſceming bealt in ſeeming both, 

Thou haft 3 me. By my holy Order, 
I thought thy diſpoſition beiter temp 
Haſt thou ſlaine Tibalt wilt thou ſlay thy 


: 


erd. 


ſelfe ? 
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And flay thy Lady, that in thy N . 
By doing damned hate vpon thy ſelfe? 

Why rayleſt thou on thy birth ? the heauen and earth? 
Since birth, and heauen and earth, all three doe meet 
In thee at once, which thou at once wouldſt looſe, 
Fie, fie, thou ſhameſt thy ſhape, thy loue, thy wit, 
Which like a Vſuter aboundſt in all: 

And vſeſt none in that true vſe indeed, | 
Which ſhould be decke thy ſhape, thy loue, thy wit: 
Thy noble ſhape is but a forme of waxe, 

Diſgre ſſing from the valour of a man. 

Thy deate loue ſworne, but hollow periutie, 
Killing that loue which thou haſt yowd to cheriſh, 
Thy wit, that ornament, to ſhape and love, 

Miſſe· ſhapen in the conduct of them both: 

Like powder in askill- leſſe Souldiers flaske, 

Is ſet a fire by thine owne ignorance, 

And thou diſmembred with thine owne defence, 
What, rowſe thee man, thy Juliet is aliue, 

Fot whoſe deare ſake thou waſt bur lately dead. 
There art thou —_— ibalt would kill thee, 

But thou ſleweſt Tibalt, there art thou happy. 
The Law that threatned death becomes = friend, 
And turnes it toexile,there art thou happie. 

A packe of bleſſings lights vpon thy backe, 
Happineſſe courts thee in her beſt array, 

But like a misbehau'd and ſullen Wench, 

Thou powrs vpon thy fortune and thy loue: 
Take heed, take heed, for ſuch dye miſerable. 
Goe get thee to thy Lone as was decreed, _. 
Aſcend her Chamber, hence and comfort her : 
But looke thou ſtay not till the watch be ſer, 
For then thou canſt not paſſe to Mantua, 
Where thou ſhalt live till we can find a time 

To blaze your Marriage, reconcile your friends, 
Beg pardon of the Prince and call thee backe, 
With ewentic hundred thouſand times more ioy 
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Then thou went forth in lamentation. . 1 
Coe before Nurſe, commend me to thy Lady, 
And bid her haſten all the houſe to bed, 
Which heavie (orrow makes them apt ynto, 
Romeo is comming. Oo 
Nur. O Lord, I could haue ſtayd here all the night, 
To heare good counſell, oh what Learning is: 11 
My Lord, Ile tell = Lady you will come, 1 
Ro. Doe ſo, and bid my Sweet prepare tochide, 1 
Nur. Here ſit, a Ring ſhe bids me giue you fir : 
Hie you, make haſte, for it growes very late. 
Ro. How well my comfort is reuiu d by this. 
Fri. Goe hence, goodnight, and here ſtands all your ſtate: 
Either be gone before the watch be ſer, 
Or by the breake of day diſguis'd from hence, 
Soiourne in Mantua, Ile find out your man, 
And he ſhall fignific from time to time, 
Euery good hap to you, that chances here : 
Giue me thy hand, tis late, farewell, goodnight, 
Ro, But that a joy paſt joy calls out on me, 
It were a griefc, ſo btieſe to part with thee: 
Farewell. 


Exeant, 
Enter old Capulet, bis Wife and Paris, 

Ca. Things haue falne out fir ſo vnluckily, 
That we haue had no time to moue our daughter, 
Looke you, ſhe lou d her Kinſman Tiba dearely, 
And ſo did I. Well we were borne to dye. 1 
Tis very late, ſnhee l not come downe to night: 
I promiſe you, but for your company, 
I would haue beene a bed an houre agoe. 

Parn. Theſe times of wo, affoord no times to woe e 
Madam goodnight, commend me to your daughter, 

La. 1 will, and know her mind early to morrow, 
To night ſhe is mewed vp to her heauineſſe. 

Ca. Sir Paris, Iwill make a deſperate tender 
Of my childes loue: I thinke ſhe will be rulde. 
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| 2bTaall teſpects by me: nay more, I doubt it not. 


Wife, goe you to her ete =_ goc to bed. 
Acquaint her here of my ſonne Pars loue, 


And bid her, marke you me, on wendſday next, 
But ſoft, what day is this? 


Paris. Monday, my Lord. 
Ca. Monday, ha, ha, well wendſday is too ſooner, 
A thurſday let it be, a thurſday tell her, | 
Shee ſhall be macricd to this noble Earle: 
Will you be ready? doe you like this hafte? 
| Weele keepe no great adoe, a friend or two, 


Poor harke you, Tibalt being ſlaine ſo late, 


It may be thought we held him careleſly, 
Being our kinſman, if we feucll much: 
| Therefore weele haue ſome halfe a dozen friends, 


And there an end, but what {ay you to Thurſday ? 


Paris, My Lord, 1 would that thurfday were to morrow, 
Caps, Well, get you gone, a Thurſday, be it then: 
Ooe you to Juliet ere you goe to bed, 
Prepare her, wife, againſt this wedding day. 
Fare well, my Lord, light to my chamber, ho, 
Aſore me, it is ſo very late, that we may call it early by and by, 
Goodnight. 


Exeunt. 
Exter Romeo and Iuliet aloft, 
Ju. Wilt thou be gone ? It is not yet neare day: 
It was the Nightingale, and not the Larke, 
That pierſt the fearefull hollow of thine care, 
Nightly ſhee ſings on yond Pomgranet tree, 
Beleeue me loue, it was the Nightingale. 
Rom. It was the Larke the Herald of the morne, 
No Nightingale; looke loue what enuious ſtreakes 
Doe lace the ſeuering clouds in yonder Eaſt : 
Nights candles are burnt out, and iocond day 
Stands tip-toe on the miſtie Mountaynes tops, 
I muſt be gone and liue, or ſtay and die, 
Inu. Vond light is not daylight, IknowitT: 5 
. 2 


7. 
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Ic is ſome Meteor that the Sunne exhales, 
To be to thee this night a Torch-bearer, 
And light thee on thy way to Manns, 
Therefore ſtay yet, thou needſt not to be gone. 
Ro, Let me be tane, let me be put to death, 
I am content, ſo thou wilt haue it ſo. 
Ile ſay you ray is notthe mornings eye, 
Tis but the pale reflexe of Cinthias brow. 
Nor that is not the Larke whoſe notes doe beate 
The yaulty heauen ſo high aboue our heads, 
I haue more care to ſtay then will to goe : 
Come death and welcome, Juliet wils it ſo, 
How iſt my ſoule, lets talke,it is not day. 
Is. It is, it is, hie hence be gone away: 
It is the Larke that ſings ſo out of tune, 
Strayning harſh Diſcords, and vnpleaſing Sharpes. 
Some ſay the Larke makes ſweet Diviſions 
This doth not ſo: for ſhe deuideth vs, 
Some ſay the Larke and lothed Toad changeeyes, 
O now I would they had chang'd voyces too: 
Since arme from arme that voyce doth vs affray, 
Huating thee hence, with Huntſup ce the day, 
Onow be gone, more light and light it growes. 
Romeo, More light and light, more darke and datke 
our woes. | 
Enter Madame an Nurſe. 
Nur. Madam. 
lu. Nurſe. | h SD 
Nur. Your Lady Mother is comming to your chamber, 
The day is broke, be wary, looke about. 
[s. Then window let day in, and ler life out. 


Ro, Farewell,tarewell,one kifle and Ile deſcend. 
In. Art thou gone ſo Loue, Lord, ay husband, friend, 
I muſt heare from thee every dy in the houte, 

For in a minute there are many dayes, 
O dy this count I ſh ll be much in yeares, 
Ete I again: behoid my Keweo, 


H 
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Ro. Farewell, 
I will omic no oportunitie, 
That may conuey my greetings loue to thee, 

Is. O thinkeſt thou we ſhall euer meete againe? 

Ro. ] doubt it not, and all theſe woes ſhall ſerve 
Por ſweet diſcourſes in our time to come, 

Is. O God I haue an ill diuining ſoule, 

Me thinkes I ſee thee now, thou art ſo lowe, 
As one dead in the bottome of a Tombe, 
Either my eye- ſight failes, or thou lookeſt pale. 

Rm. And truſt me loue, in my eye ſo doe you: 

Dry ſorrow drinkes our bloud. Adue, adue. : 
Ea it. 
I. O Fortune, Fortune, all men call thee fickle, 
If thou art fickle, what doſt thou with him 
That is renowm d for faith? be fickle Fortune: 
For then I hope thou wilt not keepe him long, 
But ſend him backe. 
* Enter Mother. 
Za. Ho daughter, are you vp? 
Is. Who iſt that cals? it is my Lady Mother. 
Is ſhe not downe ſo late or vp ſo eatly? 
What vnaccuſtom' d cauſe procures her hether? 

La. Why, how now Juliet. 

In, M: ,I amnor well. 

La. Evermore weeping for your Cozins death? 
What wilt thou waſh him from his graue with teares ? 
And if thou could'ſt, thou could'ſt not make him live : 
Therefore haue done, ſome gricfe ſnewes much of loue, 
But much of griefe,ſhewes ſtill ſome want of wit. 

Is. Vet let me weepe, for ſuch a feeling loſſe, 

La. So ſhall you fecle the loſſe, but not the friend 
Which you weepe for. 

Is, Feeling ſo the loſſe, 
I cannot chufe but euer weepe the friend. 


La. Well Girle,thou weep'ft not ſo much forhis death, 


As that the Villaine lives which flaughtered him. 
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Is. What Villaine Madam? 

La. That ſame Villaine Romeo, 

Is. Villaine, and he be many miles a ſunder x 
God pardon him, I doe with all my heart: 

And yet no man like he, doth grieue my heart. 

La, That is becauſe the Traytor lives. 

1. I Madam, from the reach of theſe my hands: 
Would none but I might venge my Cozins death. 

La. We will haue vengeancefor it, feare thou not. 
Then weepe no more, lle ſend to one in Mantua, 
Where that ſame baniſht Runnagate doth live, 
Shall giue him ſuch an accuſtom'd dram, 

That he ſhall ſoone keepe Tibalt companies 
And then I hope thou wilt be ſatisfied, 

Is. Indeed Incuer ſhall be ſatisfied 
Wich Remes, till I behold him. Dead 
Is my poore heart, ſo for a Kinſman vext: 
Madam, if you could find out but a man 
To beate a poyſon, I would temper it: 

That Remes ſhould vpon receit thereof, 
Soone ſleepe in quiet. O how my heart abhors 
To heate him nam'd and cannot come to him. 
To wreake the loue I bore my Cozin, 

Vpon his body that hath ſlaughtere dhim. 

Mo. Find thou the meanes, and ile find ſuch a man, 
But now ile tell thee ioyfull riding Girle. 

Is. And ioy comes well in ſuch a needy time, 
What are they, I beſeech your Ladiſhip ? 

Mo. Well, well, thou haſt a carefull father childe. 
One who to put thee from thy he auineſſe, = 
Hath ſorted out a ſudden day of ioy, 

That thou expects not, nor I lookt not for. 

Inv. Madam in happie time, what day is that? 

Mo, Marrie my childe,carly next Thurſday morne, 

The gallant, yong, and Noble Gentleman, 

The Countie Paris at Saint Peters Church, 

Shall happly make thee there aioyfull Bride. 
H 2 
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I Now by Saint Peters Church, and Peter too, | 


He ſhall not make me there a ioyfull Bride. f 
I wonder at this haſt, that I muſt wed 


Ere he that ſhould be husband coines to woo: 


I pray you tell my Lord and Father Madam, 


Iwill not marry yet, and when I doe, I ſweare 
It ſhall be Romeo, whom you know I hate 


Rather then Pars, theſe are newes indeed. 
Mer, Here comes your father, tell him ſo your ſelſe: 


And ſee how he will take it at your hands, 
| Ester Capulet and Nurſe. 
Ca. When the Sun ſets, the Ayre doth dtiſle deaw, 
Bur for the Sun- ſet of my Brothers ſonne, 


It raives downe right. 


How now a Conduit Girle, what ſtill in teares. 


Euermote ſhowring : In one little body? 
Thou counterſeits, a Barke, a Ses, a Wind: 


For ſtill thy eyes, which I may call the Sea, 3 he 
Doe ebbe and flow with teares, the Barke thy body is:: 


Sayling in this ſalt loud, the windes thy fighes, 


Who raging with thy teares and they with them, 


Without a ſudden calme will ouer ſet 


Thuy tempeſt toſſed body. How now wiſe, 


Haue you delivered to her our decree? 


I. I fir, bur ſhe will none, ſhe gives you thankes, 
I'would the Foole were marryed toherGraue, © © * 
Ca. Soft rake me with you, take me with you Wife; 


How will ſhe none? doth ſhe nor givevs thankes? 


1s ſhe nor proud? doth ſhe not count her bleſt, 


(Vnwortky as ſheis) that we haue wroughe © 
So worthy a Gentleman to be her Bridegroome? 


Is. Not proud, you haue, but thankfull chat you haue: 


Proud can I neuer be of what I hate, 
But thank ſull even for hate, that is meant love, 


Cs How now, ho now, chopt lodgick, what is this? 


Proud and I thanke you, and I tharke you nor, 
And yet not proud: Miſlu is mimi on you? © © 


Thanke me ao thankings, nor proud me no prouds,. | 


n 


* * 
« 
* 


of Romeo and ſuliet. 


But fettle your fine Ioynts gainſſ Thurſday next, 
To goe with Pry to Saint Peters Church: 
Or Iwill dragge thee on a hurdle thither, 
Out you greene lick1efle cattion, out you baggage, 
You tallcw face. : 
La. Fee, fic, what are you madde? 
In. Good Father, I beſeech you on my knees, 
He: re me with patience, but to ſpeake a word, 
Fa. Hang thee yong baggage, diſobedient wretch, 
T tell thee what, get thee to Church a Thurſday, 
Or neuer after looke me in the face. 
Speake not, replie not, doe not anſwere mee. 
My fingers itch, wife, wee ſcarce thought vs bleſt, 
That God had lent vs but this onely child, 
But now l ſee this one is one too much, 
And that wee haue a curſe in hauiog her: 
Our on her bilding. 
Nur. Godin heauen bleſſe her: 
You are to blame my Lord to rate her ſo, 
Fa. And why my Lady wiſdome, hold your tongus, 
Good Prudence, ſmatter with your goſſips, goe, 
Nur. I ſpeake no treaſon, 
Fa. O Godigeden, 
Near, May not one ſpeake? 
Fa. Pcace you mumbling foole, 
Vtter your grauitie ore a Goflips bowle, 
Por here wee need it not, "Pan 
ui. Lou are too hot. | 
Fa. Gods bread, it makes mee madde, 
Day, night, houre, tide, time, worke, play, 
Alone, in companie, ſtill my care hath bin | 
To haue her metcht, and hauiag now provided 
A Gentleman of noble parentage, | 
Of faire demeanes, youthfull and nobly allied, 
Stuft(as they ſay) with honourable parts, 
- Prop” tioned as ones thought would wiſh a man, 
Aud then to haue a wretched my foole, 
. 447 
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A whining mammet, in her fortunes tender, 
To anſwete, ile not wed, I cannot loue: 


I am too young, I pray you pardon me. 


But and you will not wed, ile pardon you. | 
Graze where you will, you ſhall not houſe with mee: 
Looke too't, thinke on t, I doe not vſe to icft, 

Thurſday is neere, lay hand on heart, aduiſe, 

And you be mine, ile giue you to my friend, 4 
And you be not, hang, begge, ſtarue, dye in the ſtreets, . 
For by my ſoule, ile nere acknowledge thee, 


Nor what is mine ſhall euer doe thee good: 


Truſt too t, bethinke you, ile not be ſorſworne. Exis 
Juliet. Is there no pittie fitting in the cloudes, 

That ſees into the bottome of my griefe? - 

O ſweet my Mother caſt me not away, 

Delay this marriage, for a month, a weeke, 

Or if you doe not, make the Bridall bed 


Ins that dim Monument where Tibelc lies, 


Mo. Talke not to me, for ile not ſpeake a word, 
Doe as thou wilt for I haue done with thee. Exit, 


Inliet, O God, O Nmr/e, how ſhall this be prevented? 


- My husband is on earth, my faith in heauen, 
How ſhall that faith returne againe to earth, 


Vuleſſe that husband ſend it me from heauen, 
By leauing earth: comfort me, counſaile me: 
A lacke, a lacke, that heauen ſhould practice ſtratagems 


Vypon ſo ſoſt a ſubiect as my ſelſfſe. 
Wbat ſaiſt thou, haſt thou not a word of joy? 


LY 


Some comfort Nurſe, (nothing, 
* Nx, Faith here it is, Romeo is baniſhed,and all the world to 
That he dares nere come backe to challenge you: 

Or if he doe, it needs muſt be my ſtealth: 

Then ſince the caſe ſo ſtands as now it doth, 


I thinke it beſt you married with the Countie, 


O hees a louely Gentleman: 


Romeo; a diſhclour to him, an Eagle Madam 
. Hath not ſo greene, ſo quicke, ſo faite an eye 


1 As 


F Romeo and Iulies. 


As Park hath, beſhrow my veryh eart, | 3 
Ithinke you are happy in this ſecond match, 
For it excels your firſt, or if it did not, 
Your firſt is dead, or twere as good ke were, 
As living here and you no vſe of him. 
Is. Speakeſt thou from thy heart? 
Nw. And from my ſoule too, or elſe beſhrew them both, 
Is, Amen. 
Nur. What? | 
1s, Well, thou haft comforted me maruailous much, 
Goe in, and tell my Lady I am gone, 
Having diſpleaſde my Father, to Lawrence Cell, 
To . confeſſion, and to be abſolu'd. 
Nur. Marrie I will, and this is wiſely done. Exit. 
Iu. Auncient damnation, O moft wicked fiend, 
Is it more ſinne to wiſh me thus forſworne, 
Or to diſpraiſe my Lord with that ſame tongue, 
Which ſhe hath praiſde him with aboue compare, 
So many thouſand times? Goe Counſellor, 
Thou and my boſome henceforth ſhall be twaine: 
Ile to the Frier to know his remedie, 
If all elſe faile, my ſelfe haue power to die. Exit. 
Enter Frier and ConmieParis, 
Fri. On Thurſday ſir, the time is very ſhort. 
Pa. My father Capwlet will haue it ſo, 
And I am nothing {low to ſlacke his haſte, 
Fri. You ſay you doe not know the Ladies mind: 
Vneuen is the cot tſe, Ilike it not. | 
Pa. Immoderately ſhe weepes for Talis death, 
And therefore haue 1 little talke of loue, 
For Venus (miles not in a houſe of teares, 
Now fir, hes fathet counts it dangerous 
That ſhe doth giue her ſorrow ſo much ſway: 
Andin his wiſedome haſts our marriage, 
To ſtoppe the inundation of herteares, 
Which too much minded by her ſelfe alone, 
May be put from her by ſocietie. 3 


Now 


—— — 
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Now dee you know the reaſon of this hafte? | 
Fri. 1 would I knew not why it ſhould be ſlowed. 
Looke fir here comes the Lady towatds my Cell. 
Enter. Iuliet. 
Par. Happily met my Lady and my wife. 
Ju. That may be fir, when I may be a wife, 
Pa. That may be muſt be loue, on Thurſday next. 
Is. What muſt be, ſhall be, | 
Frs. Thats a certayne text, 
Par, Come you to make conſeſſion to this Father?- 
Is. To apſwete that, I ſhould confeſſe to you. 
Pa. Doe not denie to him, that you loue me. 
1s. ] will confefle to you that I loue him. 
Par. So will ye, I am ſure that you loue me. 
Is. If I doe ſo, it will bee of more price, 
Being ſpoke behind your backe, then to your face. 
Par. Poore ſoule thy face is much abuſd with teares. 
Is, The teares haue got ſmall victorie by that, 
For it was bad enough before their ſpight. 
Pa. Thou wrong it more then teates with that report, 
Is, That is ſlander fir, which is a truth, 
And what I ſpake, Iſpake it to my face. 
Pa. Thy * mine, and thou haſt ſlaundred it. 
I. It may beſo, for it is not mine owne, 
Are you at leaſure, haly Father now, 
Or ſhall I come to you at Evening Maſſe? 
Fri. My leiſure ſerues me, penſiue Daughter now, 
My Lord we muſt intreate the time alone. 
Pa. Godfhield, I ſhould diſturbe deuotion, 
Juliet, on Thurſday early will I rowſe yee, - 
Till then adue, and keepe this holy kiſſe. Ext. 
Is. O ſhut the doore, and hen thou haſt done fo, 
Come eepe with me, paſt hope, paſt care, paſt helpe. 
Fri. O Iuliet I already know thy griefe, 
I: fira-nes me paſt the compaſſe of my wits, 
Theare thou muſt, and nothing may prorogue it, 
On Thutſday next be married to this Countie. 
"ITY i 3 Im, _* 


of Romeo and laliet. 


In. Tell me not Hier that thou hexreſt of thit, 
Valefſe thou tell me how | may prevent it: . 
If in thy wiſdome thou caatt giue no helpe, 
Doe thou but call my reſolution wiſe, 
And with this Knite, Ile helpe it preſently, 
God ioyad my heart, and Koweos,thou our hands 
And ere this hand by thee to Rennes ſeald: 
Shall be rhe Labell to another deed, 
Oc my true heart with trecherous reuolt, 
Turne to another, this ſhall lay the» both: 
Therefore out of thy long expetien ſt time, 
 Gue me ſome preſent counſcil, or bchold 

T wixt my extremes and me, this bloudy Knife 
Shall play che Vampire, arbitrating that, 
Which the commiſſion of thy yeares and art, 
Could to no iſſue of true honour bring: 
Be not ſo long to ſpeake, Hong to dye, 
If what thou ſpeak i, ſpeake not of remedie. 

Fri, Hold daughter, I doe ſpy a kind of hope, 
Which craves as deſperate an execution, 
As that is deſperate which we would prevent. 
If rather then to marrie Countie Pe 
Thou haſt the ſtrength of will to ſlay thy ſelſe, 
Then is it likely thou wilt vndertake 

A ching like death to chide away this ſhame, 

That coopꝰſt with death himmſelfe, toſaape from it. 
Aad if thou dareſt, Ile give thee remedie. 

Is. Oh bid me lespe, rather then marry Paris, 
From of the battlerpents of any Tower, 
Or walke in theeuiſh wayes, or bid me lurke 
Where Serpents are: chaine me with roring Beate: 
Or hide me n ghtly in a Chernell houſe, 
Ore covered quite with dead mens racling bones, 
Withreekie ſhankes and yellow chapleſſe ſculs: 
Or bid me goe inte anew made grave, - 
And hide me with a dead man in his ſhroud, en 
Things that to heare them told, haue _— tremble, 9 And 
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| And I will doe it without feare or doubt, 
Io liue an vnſtayn'd wife to my ſweet Loue. 
Fri. Hold then, goe home, be merrie, give conſent, 
To marriec Pari: wenſday is tomorrow, 
b Io morrow night looke that thou ye alone, 


Let not thy Nurſe lye with thee in thy Chamber: 
Take thou this Violl being then in bed, 
| And this dillilling liquor drioke thou off, 
When preſently through all thy veines ſhall runne, 
| A cold and drowſie humour: for no pulſe | 
) \ .. Shall keepe his native progrefle but ſurceaſe 
No warmth, no breath ſhall teſtifie thou liueſſ, 
The Roles in thy lips and cheekes ſhall fade 
Too paly aſhes, the eyes windowes fall: 
Y Like death when he ſhuts vp the day of life 
| Each part depriu'd of ſupple gouernment, 
Shall ſtiffe and ſtarke, and cold appeare like death, 
And in this borrowed likenefle of ſhrunke death 
Thou ſhalt continue two and fortie houres, 
And then awake as from a pleaſant ſleepe. 
Now when the Bridegroome in the morning comes, 
| Torowle thee from thy bed, there are thou dead: 
Then as the manger of our Countreyis, 
In thy beſt Robes vncouerd on the Beere, 
Bie borne to buriall in thy Kindreds graue: 
Thou ſhalt be borne to that ſame ancient vault, - 
Wheie all the Kindred of the Copslets lye, | 
In the meane time againſt thou ſhalt wake, 
Shall Remeo by my Letters know our drift, - 
And hither ſhall he come, and he and ! 
Will wach thy waking, and that very night 
Shall Romeo beate thee hence to Mantua. . 
And this ſhall free thee from this wee ſhame, 
If no inconſtant joy nor womaniſh feare, 
Abate thy valour in the acting it. 
Ja. Giue me, giue me, O tell me not of feare. 
Fri. Hold get you gone, be ſtrong and proſperous 


++ 


A pecuiſh ſelfe-will'd Harlotry it is. 


1 warrie, goe I ſay, and fetch him hither. 


of Romeo and Iuliet. 


la this reſolue, ile ſend a Frier with ſpeed 
To Maxine with my Letters to thy Lord, 
In. Loue give me ſtrength, and tirength ſhall helpe afford: 


Farewell deare Father, Excuse. 
Enter Father Capulet, Mother, Nurſe, and Ser- 


IT 


KHingmen, two or three, 
Ca. Jo many gueſts invite as here ate writ, 
Sirrah, goe hire me twentie cunning Cookes. 
Ser. You ſhall haue none ill fir, for ile try if they can licke 


their fingers. 
{a. How canſt thou try them ſo? 


Ser. Martie ſir, tis an ill Cooke that cannot licke his one 1 
fingers: therefore he that cannot licke his fingers goes not with | 
me. 14 
Ci. Goe be gone, we ſhall be much vnſurniſhi for this time: 
what is my daughter gone to Frier Lawroxnce ? iz 
Nur. | forſooth, | 1 
Ca. Well he may chance to doe ſome good on her, | 1 


Emer Iuliet. 

Nur. See where ſhe comes from ſhriſt with merrie loole, 

C4. How now my head- ſtrong, where haue you beene gad- 
ding ? | | | 

Is. Where I haue learnt to repent the fin 


Ol diſobedient 2 


To you and your beheſts, and am enioyn d 
By holy Lawrence, to fall proſtrate here, 
To begge your pardon, parden I beſeech you, 
Hence forward I am euer ruld by you, 

(4. Send for the Countie, goe tell him of this, 
Ile haue this knot knit vp to morrow morning. 

lu. I met the youthfull Lord at Laurens Cell, / 
And gaue him what beconumed loue I might, .. 1 
Not ſtepping ore the bounds of modeftie, | 

Ca. Why I am glad on't, this is well, Rand vp, 
This is as't ſhould bh let me ſce the County: 
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- Now afore God, this reuerend holy Frier, 
All our whole Cine | is much bound to him, 
I», Nurſe, will you goe with me into my Cloſer, 
To helpe me ſort ſuch needfull ornaments, 


As you thinke ſu to farniſh me to morrow ? 
Mo, No not till Thurſday, there is time enough 


Fa. Go Nutſe, goe with her, weele to Church to mdrrow, 


41. We ſhall be ſhort in our prouiſion, 


Ti now neare night. 


Fs. Tuſh, | will ſtirre about, ; 
And all things ſhall be well, I weir thee wifes 
| Goe thou to Isler, helpe to deck vp her, 

Ile not to bed te night, let me alone: 

Ne play the huſwife for this once hat ho? > 
They are all forth, well l will walke my ſelfe © ay 1 ei: 
To Countie Parse, to prepare vp him MENTS.» 
_ Againſt to morro w, my heart is wondrous light, 
Since this ſame wayward Gitle ts ſo reclalm d. 


Exam. 
Euer luliet ad Nurſe. 
Is. Tthofe artyres are beſt, but gentle Nurſe 
I pray thee leaue metowy ſelſe to night: 


Foot l haue need of many Oriſons, 


And let the Narſi rſe chis night fir yp 


To moue the Heavens to ſmile ypon my ſtate, 
Which well thou knoweſt is creoſſe and full of finne. 
Enter Mother, 
Me. What are you buſie ho? need you m helpe ? 
1s, No Madam, we have euld fuch neceffaries 
As are behoofefull for our tute tomorrow: 
So pleaſe you, let me now he left alone, 
with you, 
For l am fure, you haut your bands full all, 
la this ſo ſudden buſineſſe. 
e. Goodnight. | he ae 
Cee thee to bed and reft, for chou hilt feed, 


Exenx). 


of Remes and lulies. 


In, Farewell, God knowes when we ſhall meete again. 


I have a faint cold feare thrills through my veines 

That almoſt freezes vp the heate of life : 

Ile call them backe againe to comfore me, 

Nur ſe, what ſhould ſhee doe here? 

My diſmall Sceane I needs muſt act alone, 

Come Viall, what if this mixture doe not werke at all} 
Shall I be married then to merrow morning? 

No, no, this ſhall torbid it, lie thou there, 

What if it be a poyſon which the Frerꝰ 

Subtilly bath miniRred, to haue me dead, 

Leaſt in this marriage he ould be diſhonourd, 
Becauſe he married me before to Rowee? 

I fearg it is, and yet me thinks it ſhould not, 

For ke hath (ill beene tried a holy man, 

How if when I am laid into the Tombe, 

I wake before the time that Rom 

Come to redeeme me, theres a fearefull point: 

Shall I nor then be tliffled in the Vault? 

To whote foule mouth no healthſome ayre breaths in, 
And there die ſtrangled ere my Remes comes. 

Or if 1live, is it not very like, 

The horrible conceit of death and night, 

Together with the terror ot the place, 

As in a Vault, an ancient receptacle, "WP 
Where for theſe many hundred yeeres the bones 

Of all my buried Aunceſlors are packt, 
Where bloody Tl yet but greene in earth, 
Lies feſtring ia his ſhrewd, where as they ſay, 
At ſome houres in the night, ſpirits reſort: 
Alacke, alacke, is it not like that! 

So early waking, what with loathſome ſmels, 
And ſhrikes like mandrakes torne our of the earth, 
That liuing mortalls hearing them runne mad. 
Or if I wake, ſhall I got be diſtraught, 
(Inuironed with all chefe hidipus feares ) 


And madly play with my torefathers ioynes? 
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- And in this rage, with ſome great kinſmans bone; 
As with a club daſh out my deſperate btaines. 


Call Peter, he will ſhe w thee where they are. 


And olucke the mangled Tubal fromhis hrowde, 


O looke, me thicks | ſee my Cozins Ghoſt, 
Seeking out Remco that did (pit his body 
Vpon a Rapiers point: ſtay Tur ita: 5 
Romeo, Romeo, Romeo, heres drinke; I drinke to thee. 
Enter Lady of the bouſt and Narſe. 
La. Hold, take theſe keyes, and ferch more ſpices Nurſe. 
Naur. They call for Dates and Quinces in the Paſtrie. 
Enter old Capuler. 

Ca. Come, (tir, (tir, ſtir, the ſecond Cocke hath crowed, 
The Curphew Bell hath roung, tis three a clocke: 
Looke to the bakte meates, good Angelica, , 
Spare not for coſt. | 

Nur. Goe you Cot-queane, goe, 

Ger you to bed, faith youle be ficke to morrow 
For this nights watching. 

Ca. No not a whit, what? I haue watcht ere now 
All night ſor leſſe cauſe, and nere beene ſicke. 

Le, Iyou haue bin a mouſe. hunt in your time, 


But I will watch you from ſuch watching now. 


| Exit Lady an Nurſe. 
Ca. A iealous hood, a iealous hood, no fellow, what is there? 
Emter thres or ſoure with ſpett and logs and backers. 
Fel. Thingsfor the Cooke tir, but I know not what. 


Ca. Make hafte, make haſte firrah, fetch drier Logs, 


Fel. I haue a head fir, that will find out Logs, 
And never tro uble Peter for the matter. 
Ca. Maſſe and well ſaid, a mertie horſon, ha, 
Thou ſhalt be Log a yon good faith tis day. 
' Pliy Muſicke. 


The Co untie will beherewich muſicke ſtraight, 
For ſo he ſai d he would, I heare him neete. 
Nurſe, wife, what ho, what Nerſe I ſay? 


3 Enter Nurſe. 
Goe waken Ialiet, goe and trim her vp, lle 


F Rowes and tulle). 
Ile goe and chet with Paru, hie, make haſſe, +> 
Make hafte, the Bridegroome, he is come alreadie, make halle 
I lays 
Nor. Miſtris, what Miftris, Juliet, faſt I warrant her ſhe, 
Why Lambe, why Ladie, fie you ſluggabed, 
Why Loue 1 ſay, Madam, ſweet heart, why Bride: 
Whatnot a word, you'take your penniworths now, 
Sleepe for a weeke, for the next night I warrant —- 
The Countie Paris hath ſet vp his reſt, | 
That you ſhall reſt bur little, God forgive me. 
Marrie and Amen: how found is ſhe a ſleepe: 
I muſt needs wake her: Madam, Madam, Madam, 
I, let the Countie take you in your bed, A 
Heele fright you vp yfaith, will ĩt not be? _ £ 
What dreſt, and in your clothes, and downe againe? 
I muſt needs wake you, Lady, Lady, Lady. 
Alas, alas, helpe, helpe, my Ladie's dead. 
Oh weladay, that euer I was borne, 
Some [Aqu4-vittho, my Lord, my _—_ 
Mo. What noyſe is heere? 
Nur. O lamentable day. 
Mo. What is the matter? 
Nur. Looke, looke, ob heauie day. 
Mo. O me, O me, my child, my onely life : 
Reuiue, looke yp, or Iwill dye with thee: 
Helpe, helpe, call helpe, 
Enter Father, 
Fa. For ſhame bring «hes forth, her Lord is come. 
Nur. She's dead: deceaſt, ſhe's dead, alacke the day, 
Mo. A lack the day, he's dead, ſhe's dead ſhe's dead. 
Fa. Hah, let me ſee her, out alas ſhe's cold, 
Her bloud is ſetled and her ioynts are ſtiffe: 
Life and theſe lips haue long beene ſeparated, 
Death lyes on her like an vntimely froſt 
Vpon the ſweeteſt flower of all the iel, 
Nur. O lamentable day. 
Moe, O woſull time. 


Perep wy tog 


And leaue him all, life, lui 
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Fa. Death that hack tonecher — we valle, 
de aud will not let a ſpeake. 
Enter Frier andthe Comntee, it h the 8 
Pre, Chme, is the Bride readie to got ro Church d 
Fa. Ready to goe, but neuer to teNTSE.* 
O ſonne, the night before thy weddin 
Hach deathleine with thy — theie 
Flower as ſhe was, deflowred b 1 him, 
Death is my ſonne in law, — is my l e 
My daughter he hath wedded, I will dye, 
ing, all is dents, 
Paris. Have i { rhanghtlong to ſee ci mornings face, 
And doth it give me ſuch a fight as this? 7 
Ade. Accurſt, vnhappy, wretched hatefull 407. 


N 


Moſt miſerable howrethatere time ſaw 


In laſting labour of his Pilgrimage, 
Bur ene poore one, one peore and Jouing childe, 
But one thing to reioyce and ſolace in, 
And cruell death hath catcht it from my fight, 
Nur. O wo, O wofull, wofull, wotull day, 
Moſt lamentable day, moſt wofull day, 
That euer, euer, | did yet behold, O, 
O day, O day, O day, O bacetull day. 
Neuer was ſeene ſo blackea day as this, 
O wofull day, O wofull day, 
Pri. Beguild divorced, wronged ſighted, laine, 
Mott deteſtable death, by thee beguild, 
By crucll, crue ll thee, quite eurrthrowne, 
O loue, O liſe, not "life, but loue in death. 
Far . Deſpiſte, diſtreſſed, Rated, martytd, kild, 
cant thog now, 1 
To murther, murther our ſolemuitie ? | | , 


| |  Ochild, O child, chy'foule and nec wy child, 


Dead art thou, ziacke ry child is dend, 
And with my child my ioyes ore buried, 


Fri. Peace ho for ſhame, conſuſions, eure fives not 
Jn theſe confufions, Heaven and your ſelle 


Had 
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Had part in this faire Maid, new Heauen hath all, 
And all the better is it for the Maid: 
Your part in her,you could not keepe from death, 
But Heauen keepes his part in eternall life: 
The moſt you ſought was her promotion, 
For twas your Heauen ſhe ſhould be aduanſt, 
And weepe ye now, ſeeing ſhe is aduanſt 
Aboue the Cloudes, as high as Heauen it ſelſe. 
O in this loue, you loue your child ſo ill, 
That you run mad, ſeeing that ſhe is well: 
She's not well marryed, that liues marryed long, 
But ſhe's beſt matryed, that dyes marryed yong. 
Dry vp your teares, and ſticke your Roſemarie 
On this faire Coarſe, and as the cuſtome is, 
And in her beſt array beare her to Church: 
For though ſome nature bids vs all lament, 
Yet Natures ceares are Reaſons merriment. 
Fa. All things that we ordained Feftiuall, 
Turne from their office to blacke Funerall : 
Our Inſtruments to melancholy Bels, 
Our wedding cheare to a ſad buriall Feaſt : 
Our ſolemne Hymnes to ſullen Dyrges change: 
Our Bridall lowers ſerve for a buried Coarſe : 
And all things change them to the contrarie. 
Fri. Sir goe you in; and Madam, goe with him, 
And goe fir Pars euery one prepare 
To follow this faire Coarſe vato her graue: 
The Heauens doe lowre vpon you for ſome ill: 
Moue them no more, by croſſing their high will. 
Exennt manent Muſici. 
Auſi. Faith we may put vp our. pipes and be gone. 
Nor. Honeſt good- fellowes, ah put vp, put vp, 
For well you know, rhis is a pittifull calc. | 
Fid. I by my troth, the caſe may be amended. 


| Exennt omnes, 
Ester Peter. 


Pet. Muſitions, Oh Muſitions, hatts eaſe, harte caſe, 
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O, and you will haue me liue, play hearts eaſe, 
Fidler Why hearts eaſe? | i 
Peter. O Muſitions, becauſe my hort it ſelfe plaies , my hart 
is ſull of woe. 


O play me ſome merry dumpe to comfort me. 


AMinſtrels. Nat a dump we, tis no time io play now. 
Pet. You will not then? 
Min, No. 

Per, I will then giue it you ſoundly. 


Mm, What will you give vs? 


Pet, No money on my faith, but the glecke. 
I will give you the Minſtrell. : 
Hin, Then will I giue you the ſeru ing creature. 
Pet. Then wil I ſay the ſeruing creatures dagger on your pate. 
I will carrie no Crochets, ile Re you, ile Fa you do you note me? 
Ain. And you Re vs, and Fa vs, you note vs, 
2. M. Pray you put vp your dagger, and put out your wit. 
Peter. Then haue at you with my wit. 
Iwill drie· beate you with an yron wit, & put vp my yron dagger. 
Anſwere me like men. 
When griping griefes che hart doth wound, then muſique, with 
her ſiluer ſound. | 
Why fi'uer ſound , why muſicke with her filuer ſound , waht 


ſay you Simon Catling? 


Alis. Mary (ir, becauſe ſiluer hath a ſweet ſound. 
Pet. Pratee, what ſay you Hugh Rebick? 3 
2. MH. I ſay ſiluer ſound, becauſe Muſitions ſound for ſiluer. 
Pet. Pratee to, what ſay you James ſound poſi? 
3. M. Faith I know not what to ſay. 
Pet, OI cry you mercy, you ate the Singer. 
I will ſay for you; it is Muſicke with her ſiluer ſound, 
Becauſe Muſitions haue no Gold for ſounding: 
Then Muſicke with her ſiluer ſound with ſpeedy helpe doth 
lend tedreſſe, | | 
Exit. 


Ain. 


of Romeo and [ulict. 


Ain, What a peſtilent knaue is this ſame? 
M. 2. Hang him Iacke, come weele in here, tarrie for the 
Mouruers, and ſtay dinner, 


Extunt. 
Euter Romeo. 

Re. If I maypruft the flattering truth of ſleepe, 
My dreames preſage ſome ioy full newes at hand, 
My boſomes Lord, fits lightly in his throne: 

Aud all this day an vnaccuſtomd ſpirit, 
Lifts me aboue the ground with cheerefull thoughts. 
I dreampt my Lady caine and found me dead, 
Strange dreames that giues a dead man leaue to think, 
And breathd ſuch life with kiſſes in my lips. 
That I reuiude and was an Emperor. 
Ah me, how ſweet is loue it ſelfe poſſeſt, 
When bur loues ſhadowes are ſo richin ioy, 
Euter Romeos mas Balthazer, 
Newes from Verona, how now Baubacerꝰ 
Doſt thou not bring me Letters from the Frier? 
How doth my Lady, is my father well? 
How doch my Lady Jalierꝰthat I aske againe, 
For nothing can be ill, if ſhee be well. 
2 Man. Then ſhe is well, and nothing can be ill 
Her body ſleepes in Capel: monument. 
And her immortall part with Angels liues, 
I ſaw her laid low in her kindreds vault, 
And preſently tooke poſte to tell it you: 
O pardon me ſor bringing theſe ill newes, 
Since you did leaue it for my office Sir. 

Ro. Is it euen ſo? then I denie you ſtarres. 
Thou knoweſt my lodging, get me inke and paper, 
And hire poſt horſes, I will hence to night. 

Man. I doe beſeech you fir, haue patience: 
Yourlookes are pale and wild, and doe import 
Some miſaduentute. 

Ro. Tuſh thou art decein'd, 

Leaue me, and doe the thing I bid thee doe. 
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Hait thou no Letters to me from the Frier? 
Man. No my good Lee.. 


Exit. 

Re. No matter, get thee gone, 
And hyre thoſe Horſes, Ile be with thee ſtraight. 
Well laliet, I will lye with thee to nighe : 
Lets ſee for meanes, O miſchiefe thou art ſwifr, 
To enter in the thoughts of deſperate men: 
I doeremember an Appothecarie, 
And here abouts a dwels, which late Tnoted 
In tattred weeds, with over-whelming browes, 
Culling of Simples, meager were his lookes, 
Sharpe miſerie had worne him to the bones : 

And in his needy ſhop a Tortoys hung, 

An Allegater ſtuft, and other e hare 
Ot ill ſhap'c fiſhes, and about his ſheles, 
A ds account of emptie boxes, 


Greene eatthen pots, bladdett and muſtic ſeeds, 
Remnants of packthred, and old Cakes of Roſes | 
Were thinly ſcattered, to make yp a ſhew. 
Noting this penury, to my ſelfe I ſaid, 
An if a man did need a poyſon now, 
Whoſe ſale is preſcat death in Mantua, 
Here lives a Caitiffe wretch would ſell it him. 
O this ſame thought did but fore-run wy need, 
And this ſame needie man muſt ſell it me. 
As I remember, this ſhould be the houſe, 
Being holy day, the Beggers ſhop i is dur. 
What ho Apothecarie: 

eAppo. Who cils ſolowd? 

Rem, Come hither man, I ſee that thoa art poore, 
Hold, there is fortie Duckets, ler wie haue 
A dram of poyſon, ſuch ſoone ſpeediny nic 
As will diſperſe i it ſelfe through all Pikes 
That the life-wearie-taker may fall dead, 
And that the Truncke Se 50, ofbient, 


leatly, as haſtie 4 7 „ 
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Doth hurry from the fatall Canons wombe. 
Poti. Such mortall drugs I haue, but Mantua law 
Is death to any he that vtters them, 
Ro. Art thou ſo bare and full of wretchednefle, 
And feareſt to die, famine isin thy cheekes, 
Neede and oppreſſion ſtarueth in thy eyes, 
Contempt and beggery hangs vpon thy backe: 
The world is not thy friend, nor the worlds law, 
The world affords no la to make thee rich: 
Then be not poore, but breake it and take this. 
Po. My pouerty, but not my will conſents. 
Ro. I pay thy pouerty and not thy will, 
Po. Put this in any liquid thing you will, 
And drinke it off, — if you had the ſtrength 
Of twenty men, it would diſpatch you ſtraight. 
Ro, There is thy Gold, worſe poyſon to mens ſouls, 
Doing more murthers in this loathſome world, 
Then theſe poore compounds that thou mai'ft not ſell, 
] {ell thee poyſon, thou halt ſold me none, 
Farewell, hey foode, and get thy ſelfe in fleſh. 
Come Cordiall and not poyſon, goe with me 


To /ulicts graue, for theremutt I vſe thee, 
Exennt 


Enter Frier Iohn to Frier Lawrence, 


Toh. Holy Franciſcan Frier, brother, ho, 
Enter Lawrence. 


La -, This ſame ſhould be the voice of Frier Iohn, 


Welcome from Mantua: what ſayes Romeo? 
Or if his mind be writ, giue me his Letter. 

Ieh. Going to find a — brother out, 
One of our order to aſſociate me, 
Here in this Citie viſiting the ſicke, 
And finding him, the Searchers of the towne, 
SuſpeRing that we both were in a bouſe, 
Where the infectious peſtilence did raigne, 
Seald vp the doores, and would not let vs forth, 


So that may ſpecde to ama there was flaide. 
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Law, Who bare my Letter then to Romeo? 

Ie hu. I cold not ſend it, here it is againe, 
Nor get a Meſſenger to bring it thee, 

So featefull were they of infection. 

Law. Vnhappie fortune, by my Brother-hood, 
The Letter was not nice, but full of charge, 
Of deare import, and the neglecting it, 

May doe much danger: Fryer lob» goe hence, 


Get me an Iron Crow and bring it ſtraight 
Vnto my Cell. 
F Exit, 
John Brother Ile goe and bring it thee. 
Law. Now mult Ito the Monument alone, 
Within this three houres will faire Iuiet wake, 
Shee will beſhrew me much that Romeo 
Hath had no notice of thele accidents; 
But I will write againe to Mantua, 
And kcepe her at my Cell till Remes come, 
Poore living Coarſe, clos'd in a dead mans gs 
ST xit. 
Enter Paris and bis Page. 
Par Give me thy Torch Boy, hence and ſtand aloofe, 
Vet put it out, for I would not be ſeene: 
Vnder yond yong trees lay thee all along, 
Holding thy eare cloſe to the bollow ground, 5. 
So ſhall no foot vpon the Churchyard tread, 
Being looſe, vnfirme with digging vp of Graues, 


But thou ſhalt heare it, whiſtle then to me, 


As ſignall that thou heareſt ſomething approch, 
Giue me thole flowers, doe as I bid thee goe. 
Pag. Lam almoſt afraid to ſtand alone 
Here in the Churchyard, yet I will aduenture. 
Par. Sweet Flower, with flowers thy Bridall bed I ſtrew, 
O woe, thy Canapie is duſt and Rones, | 
Which with ſweet water nightly I will dew, 
Or wanting that, with teares diltil'd by mones x 
The Obſequies that I for thee will keepe; 


Nightly 
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Nightly ſhall be, to ſtrew thy graue and weepe, 
U hifi Boy, 
The Boy giues warning, ſomething doth approch, 
What curſed foot wanders this way to night, 
To croſſe my Obſequies and true Loues right? 
What with a Torch? muffle me night a while, 
Enter Romeo and Balthazer his man. 

Ro, Giue me the Mattock and the wrenching Iron. 
Hold take this Letter, early in the morning 
See thou deliuer it to my Lord and Father, 

Giue me the light; vpon thy life I charge thee, 
What ere thou heareſt or ſeeſt, ſtand all aloofe, 
Ana doe not interrupt me in my courſe, 

Why 1 deſcend into this bed of death, 

Is partly to behold my Ladies face : 

But chiefly to rake thence from her dead finger, 
A precious Ring: a Ring that I muſt vſe, 

In deare employment. therefore hence be gone: 
But if thou jealous doſt returne to pry 

In what I farther ſhall intend to doe, 

By Heauen I will teare thee ioynt by ioynt, 
And ſtrew this hungry Churchyard with thy limmes : 
The time and my intents are ſauage wilde, 
More fierce and more inexorable tarre, 
Then emptie Tygers,or the roring Ses. 

Balt, I will be gone fir, and not trouble you, 

Ro. So ſhalt thou ſhew me friendſhip, take thou that, 
Live and be proſperous,and farewell good fellow. 

Bit. For all this ſame, ile hide me here about. 

His lookes I feare, and his intents I doubt. 

Ro. Thou deteſtable mawe, thou wombe of death, 
Gorg'd with ibe deareſt morſell of the earth: 
Thus I enforce thy rotten jawes to open, 

And iu deſpight ile cram thee with more food. 

Pa. This is that baniſht haug>tie AM. ee, 
Thar murdied my Loues Con71n; with »' briefe, 
Ie is luppoſed the faire Creature dyed. 
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And here it come to doe ſome villanous ſhame 
To the dead bodies: Iwill apprehend him, 
Stop thy vnhallo wed wm vile Monntagne : 


Can veogeance be purſu d further then death ? 
Condemned Villaine, I doe apprehend thee, 
Obey and goe with me, for thou muſt dye. 

Ro. I muſt indeed, and therefore came 1 hither, 
Good gentle youth, tempt not a deſperate man, 
Flye hence and leave me, thinke vpon theſe gone, 


Leet them affright thee, I beſeech thee Youth, 


Put not another ſinne ypon my head, 
By vrging me to furie, O be gone, 


By Heauen l love thee better then my ſelfe, 


For I come hither atm d againſt my lelte: 
Stay not, be gone, liue, and hereafter ſay, 
A mad mans mercie bid thee runne away, 
Par. I doe defie thy commiſeration, 
And apprehend thee for a Fellon here. 
Ro. Wiltthou prouoke me? then haue at thee Boy. 
Page O, Lord, they fight, I will goe call the watch. 
Par. Olamſlaine, if thou be mercifull, 
Open the Tombe, lay me with /#ler. 
Ro, In faith I will, let me peruſe this face, 
Mercutios Kinſman, Noble Countie Pars, 
What ſaid my man, when my betoſſed ſoule 
Did not attend him as we rode? I thinke _ 
He told me Paris ſhould haue ma luliet, 
Said he not ſo ? or did 1 dreame it ſo? 
Or am I mad, heating him talke of lalies, 
To thinke it was ſo? O give me thy hand, 
One, writ with me in ſowre misfortunes Booke. 
Ile burie thee ina triumphant graue. 
A Graue; Ono, A Lanthorne; ſlaughtred Youth: 
For here lyes 1#/:et, and her beautie makes 
This Vault a feaſting preſence full of light. 
Death lye thou there by a dead man interd, 
How oft when men are at the point of death, 


Haue 


of Romeo and Iuliet. 


Have they beene merrie? which their Keepers call 

A lightning before death? Oh how may [ 

Callchis a Lightning? O my Loue, my Wife, 

Dcath that hath ſuckt the Honey of thy breath, 

Hath had no power yet vponthy beautie: 

Thou art not conquer d, beauties enfigne yet 

Js Crimſon in thy lips, and in thy checkes, 

And Deaths pale flog is not aduanced there, 

Tibalt lyeſt thou there in thy bloudy ſheer? 

O ht more fauour can I doe to thee, 

Then with that hand that cut thy youth in twaine, 

Ts {under his that was thine enemie ? 

Forgive me Couzen. Ah deare Ialiet. 

Why art thou yer ſo faire? 1 will beleeue, 

Shall I beleeve, that vnſubſtantiall death is amorous? 

And that the leane abhorred Monfter keepes 

Thee here in darke to be his Faramour? 

For feare of that, I ſtill will lay with thee, 

And never from this palace of dimme night 

Depart againe; here, here will Iremayne, 

Wich Wormes that are thy Chambermaydes: O here 

Will I ſer vp my euerlaſting reſt : 

And ſhake the yoke of inauſpicious ſtarres 

From this World-wearied fliſh,eyes looke your laſt : 

Armes take your laſt embrace : And lips, O you 

The doores of breath, ſeale with a righteous kiſſe 

A dateleſſe bargaine to ingroſſing death: 

Come bitter conduct, come vnſauourie guide, 
Thou deſperate Pilot, now at once tun on 

The daſhing Rockes, thy Sea · ſicke weaty Barke: 

Here's to my Loue. O true Apothecary; 

Thy Drugs are quicke. Thus with a kiſſe I dye. 


Enter Frier with Lan bers, Cres aud Spade, | 


Fri. Saint Francis be my ſpeed, how oft tonight | 


Haue my old feet flumbled at graues? Who's there ? 
vil * 
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Balt. Heres one, a friend, and one that knowes you well. 
Fri, Bliſſe be vpon you. Tell me good my friend 
What torch is yond that vainely lends his light | 
To grubs and eyeleſſe ſculles, as I Ciſcerne, 
It burneth in the Capel monument. 
Balt, Ir doth ſo holy fir, and theres my maſter, one that you 
loue, . 
Fri, Whois it: 
Balt, Romeo. 
Fri. How long hath he bin there? 
Balt, Full halfe an houre. 
Fri, Goe with me to the Vault. 
Balt, I dare not Sir. 


Ny Maſter knowes not but I am gone hence, 


And fearefully did menace me with death, 
If I did ſtay to looke on his entents. 


Fri. Stay, then ile goe alone, feare comes vpon me 


O much 1 feare ſome ill vnluckie thing. 
Balt. As I did ſleepe vnder this young tree here, 
I dreampt my maſt er and another fought, 


And that my maſter ſle him. 


Fri. Romeo. | 

Alacke, alacke, what bloud is this which ſtaines 
The ſtony entrance of this Sepulchre? 
What meane theſe maſterlefſe and goarie ſwords 
To lie diſcolour'd by this place of peace? 
Rcomeo, oh pale: who elſe, what Pari too? 
And ſteept in bloud? ah what an vnkind houre 
Is guilt e of this lamentable chance? 
The Lady flirs. | 

Juli. O comfortab'e Frier, where is my Lord? 
I doe remember well where ] ſhould be: 


Fri. Iheare ſome noyſe L1dy, come from that ne 
Of death, contagion, an vnnsturall ſ]cepe; | 


Hath thwarted our intents, come, come away, 


1 4 


of Romeo aud Inbiet. 
Thy husband in thy boſame there lies dead: 


And Paris too, come iie diſpoſe of thee, 

Aung a Siſtet-hood of holy Nuanes: 

Stay not to queſtina, for the watch is comming, 

Come, goe good laliet, I dare no longer ſtay. 

Exit, 

Juli. Goe get thee hen ce, for I will not away, 

Whats here? a cup cloſd in my true loues hang? 

P oy ſon I ſee hathbeene his timeleſſe end: 

O churle, drin ke all, and left no friendly drop, 

To helpe me after, I will kiſſe thy lips, 

Happly ſome poyſon yet doth hang oa them, 

To make me dic with a teſtotatiue. 

Thy lips are warme. 6 


Enter Boy and Watch, 


Watch. Leade boy, which way? 

Iali. Vea noiſe? thenile be biieſe. O happy degyes. 

This is thy ſheath, there ruſt and let me die. 
Boy. This is the place, there where the torch doth bume. 
Watch. The ground is bloody, ſearch about the Churchyard. 

Goe ſome of you, who ere you ſind, attach. 

Pittifull ſight, here lies the Countie ſlaine, 

And Ialiet bleeding, warme, and newly dead: 

Who here hath laine theſe two dayes buried, + 

Goe tell the Prince, runne to the Copalets. 

Raiſe vp the Aſowntagues, ſome others ſearch, 

We ſee the ground whereon theſe woes doe lye, 

Bur the true ground of all theſe piteous woes, 

We cannot without circumſtance deſcry, 


Exter Romeos mus. 


Watch, Heres Ramat man, we found him in the Churehyard. 
Cbieſe aeb. Hold him in ſafety, till the Prince come hither. 


Ester Frier, and anwothcr Watchman, 


3. Natel. Here is a Frier that crembles 
5 L 3 


» fighes , and weepes. 
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| We tooke this Mattocke and this Spade from him, 
y 7 As he was comming from this Churchyard ſide. 1 
1 Cluefe Watch, A great ſuſpition, ſtay the Frier too, too. 
. | Enter the Prince, 


Prin, What miſaduenture is fo early vp, 
That cals our perſon from our mornings reit? 
Ertey Capulet and lis It. 
Ca. What ſhould it be that they ſo ſhrike abroad ? 
Wife, O thepeople in the ſreet cry Remeo, XY 
Some Juliet, and ſome Paris, and all runne 
Wich open out cry to ward our Monument. 
Prin. What feare is this which ſtattles in your eares? 
Match. Soucreigne, here lyes the Countie Paris ſlaine, 
And R:meo Cad, and Ialiet dead before, 
Warme ard pew kild, 
Prin, Search,ſ-cke and know how-this foule murder comes. 
Watch, Her: 15 Frier, aud ſlaughtied Remes man, 
{ With [nitcu:vents vpon chemfit to open 
i Theſe dead n.ens Tombes. 
EE Cep. O Heaucn O Wife! looke how eur Daughter bleeds! , 
' This Daęget hath miſtane, ſor loe his houſe, | 
a Is emptie on the backe of Alownlagne, 
7 And is miſheath'd in my Daughters boſome. 
. #4, O me, this fight of death, is as a Bell | 
1 | That warnes my old age to a Sepulcher, | 
1 
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Enter Mountague. 
Prin. Come Afeustegve, ſor thou art early vp 

Il uoðẽũ ſee thy ſonne and hene, now early downe. 
4 Moun. Alas, my Liege, my wife is dead to night, 
Briefe of my ſonnes exile hach RRopt her breath. 
| IJ: What further woe conſpires againſt my age? 
1 Prin. Looke and thou ſhaft ſee, N 
| Mam. O theu vntaught, what manners is in this, 
To preſſe before thy father to a graue? 
|| Peri. Seale vp the moneth — for a while, 
14 Till we can cleere theſe ambiguities, | 

| 

* 


And know their ſpring, their head their true deſcent, 


And 


of Romeo and Inlict. 


And then will I be Generall of your woes, 
And lead you euen to death: meanetime forbeare, 
And let miſchance be ſlaue to patience, 
Bring forth the parties of ſuſpition. 
Fre, I am the greateſt, able to doe leaſt, 
Yet moſt ſuſpected as the time and place 


Doth make againſt me of this direfull murther: 


And heare I ſtand both to impeach and purge 
My ſelfe condemned, and my ſelfe excuſde. 
Prin. Then ſay at once what thou doſt know in this? 
Frier. 1 will be briefe, for my ſhort date of breath 
Is not ſo long as is a techous Tale. 
Romeo thete dead, was Hus band to that Juliet, 
And ſhe there dead, that Remeos faithfull wife : 
I married them, and their ſtolne marriage day 
Was 716 doomeſday, whoſe vntimely death, 
Ban'iſh't the new-made Bridegreome from this Citie, 
For whom, and not for Tribal, Juliet pin d. 
You, to temoue that ſiege of griefe from her, 
Betrocti'd and would have married her perforce, 
To © ou'tie Saru. Then comes ſheto me, 


And with vvild lookes bid me deniſe ſome meanes 


To rid het from this ſecond Marriage : 

Or in my Cell there would ſhek1ill her ſelfe. 
Then gave J her (fo tuterd by my art) 

A ſleeping potion, which ſo tooke effect 

As I intended, for it wWrought on her 

The forme of death, meane time writ to Re 
That he ſhould hither come as this dire night, 
To helpe to take her from her borrowed graue, 
Being the time the potions force ſhould ceaſe. 
But he which bore my Letter, Frier Jahn, 

Was ſtayed by accident, and yeſternight 

Re turned my Letter backe, then allalone 

At the prefixe d houre of her waking, 

Came I to take her from her Kindreds Vault, 


Meaning to kerpe her cloſely at my Cell, 


The moſt Lamiemable Tragedie 


Till I conveniently could ſend to Renee. 
But when I came ſome minute ere the time 
Ot her awaking, here vntimely lay, 


The noble Paris, and true Remes dead. 


She wakes, and I intreated her come forth 
And beare this worke of Heaven with patience: 
But then a noyſe did ſcare me from the Tombe, 


And ſhe too deſperate would not goe with me: 
Bot az it ſeemes, did violence on her ſelſe. 
All this I know, and to the Mariage her Nerſe is privy: 


And if ought in this miſcarryed by my fault, 

Let myold life be ſacrific'd ſome houte before the time, 

Vato the rigour of ſeueteſt Law, e 
Prin. We ſtill haue knowne thee for a holy man, 


Where's Ramos man? what can he ſay to this? 


Baltb. I brought my Maſter newes of /a/iets death, 
And then in poſt he came from (Mantua, 
To this ſame place. Tothis ſame Monument 
This letter he early bid me giue his Father, 
And chreatned me with death, going in the Vault, 
If I departed not, and leit him | ann 
Prin, Giue me the Letter, I will looke on it. 


Where is the Counties Page that rais'd the watch? 


Sirrah what made your Maſter in this place? 

Bey. He came with flowers to ſtte his Ladies graue, 
And bid me ſtand aloofe, and (oI did, 
Anon comes one with light to ope the Tombe, 
Andbyand by my Maſter drew on him, 
And then Iran away to call the watch. 


Pris. This Letter doch make good the Frier: words, 


Their covrſe of Loue the tidings ofher desch, 

And here he writes that he did buy a poyſon 

Of a poore Pothecarie, and there withall, 

Came to this Vault, to dye and lye with Juliet. 
Where be theſe enemies? Culet, Mena pus? 


See wha a ſcourge is laid vpon your hate? 
Thai Heauen finds meancs to kill your joyes wich loue, 


of Romeo and lullet. 


/ 
1 
And I for winking at your diſcords too, 
aue loſt a braſe of Kinſmen, all are puniſht. 
Cap, O brother Mountagee, giue me thy hand, 
This is my daughters ioynture, for no more 
Can I demand. | 
Mou. But I can giue thee more, 
For I will rayſe her ſtatue in pure gold, 
That whiles Verena by that name is knowne, 
There ſhall no figure at that rate be ſer, 
As that of true and faithfull Juliet. 
Cap. As rich ſhall Remes by his Ladies lie, 
Poore Sacrifices of our enmitie. | 
Prin, A glooming peace this morning with it brings, 
The Sun for ſorrow will not ſhew his head : 
Goe hence to haue more talke of theſe ſad things. 
Some ſhall be pardoned, and ſome puniſhed, 
For neuer was a Storie of more woe, 
Then this of Juliet and her Romeo, 
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